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Enter Richard Duke of GloJler>folus. 



N Ow is the winter of our difeontent, 

Made glorious fummer by this fonne ofYorkcs 
And all the eloudes that lovvrd vpon our houfe, 
In the deepe bofome of the Ocean buried. 

Now arc ourbrowes bound with victorious wreathes* 
Our bruifed armes hung vp for monuments, 

Our fterne alarums changd tom erne meetings, 
Ourdrcadfull marches to delightful! mcafures. 
Grim-vifagde warre,hath fmoothde his wrinkled front. 
And now' in flead of mounting barbed fteedes, 
Tofright thcfoulesof fearefull aduerfarics* 

He capers Nimblie in a Ladies chamber, 

To the lafeiuioos pleafingofaloue. 

But I that am not fhapte for fportiue trickcs. 

Not made to court an atnorou* looking glafle, 

I that am rudely ftampt 5c wantloues maiefty, 

To ftrut before a wantnn ambling Nymph: 

I that am curtaild of this fairc proportion. 

Cheated offeatureby diflemb ling nature, 
DcformdjVnfinillit/cnt befoiemy time 
Into this breathing world fcarce half made vp« 

And that fo lamely and vnfafhionablc. 

That dogs barke at me as I halt by them: 

Why 1 in this weake piping timeofpeacc 
Haue no delight to pafie aw ay the time, 

Vnleffe to ipie my (hadow in thefunne, 

And dcfcanr on mine ovine deformitie: 

A nd therefore fincc 1 cannot prooue a louer 
To cutertaiue tliele farewell fpeken dales* 
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I am- determined to prooue a vilhine. 

And hate the idle pleafures of thefe daics : 

Plots haue I laid, indubious dangerous, 

By di unken Pro phefics, libels and dreames, 

To fet my brother Clarence and the King 
In deadly hate the one againft die other* 

And if King Edward be as true and iuft, 
AsIamfubtile,falfe,andtrecherous: 

This day ftiould .Clarence clofely be mewed vp, 

About a Prophecy which faies that G. 

Of Edwards heires the murtherers fhall be. 

Diue thoughts downe to my foule, Enter Clarence rritk 
Heere Clarence comes, agar d of wen. 

Brother, good dayes,what meanes this armed gard 
That waites vpon your grace? v (pointed 

QU' His Maieftic tendering my perfons fafety hath ap- 
This conduft to conuey me to the tower. 

. Gfo. Vpon whatcaufe? 

C^' Bccaufcmy name is Georges 

Glo. Alacke my Lord, that fault is none ofyours, 

He fliould for that commit your Godfathers ; 

O belike hismaieftie hath fome intent 
That you {hall be new chriftned in the tower# 

But wbats the matter Clarence may I know£ 

Cla. Yea Richard when I know; for I proteft 
As yet I do not, but as I can learne, 

He harkens after prophecies and dreames. 

And from the crofle-rowe pluckcs the letter G: 

And faies a wizard told him that by G, 

His iHue difinhevited fhould be# 

And for my name of George begins with Gy 
It folio wes in his thought that I am he. 

Thefe as I learne and fuch like toics as thefe, 

Haue mooued his highneflfc to commit :ne now. 

Glo. Why this it is when men areruldcby women, 

Tis not the King that fends you to the tower* 

My Lady Gray fexs wife, Clarence tis £he, 

T hat tempts him t o das extremities 

Was it not flic and that good man ofworfhip Anthony 
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Anthony Wooduilc her brother there, 

That made him fend Lord Haftings to the tower, 

From w hence this prefent day he is deliuered? 

We arc not fafe Clarence, we are not fafe. 

Cla. By heauen I thinke there is no roan is fccurde, 

But the Queenes kindred and night- walking Heralds,. 
That trudge betwixt the KingandMiftrefle Shore, 

Heard ye not what an humble fupplianc 
Lord Raftings was to her for his deliuerie. 

Glo. Humbly complaining to herdeitie, . 

Got my Lord Chambcrlainc his libcrtic 0 
He tell you what, I thinke it is our way,. 

If we will kcepe in fauour with the king, 

To be her men apd weareherliuery. 

Theiealous oreworne widow and her felfc. 

Since that our brother dubd them gentle women, , 

Are mightie gofsips in this monarchy. 

Bro. I befeech your Graces both to pardon me : 

His Maicftie hath ftraightlie giueri in charge, 

That no man fhall haiie priuate conference. 

Of what degree foeuer with his brother. . 

Glo. Eucn fo and pleafe youc worftiip Brokenbury, 

Y may partake of any thing we fay* . 

We fpeakc no treafon man, we fay the king _ 

Is wife and vertuous,and his noble Queenc 
Well ftrooke ijnyeares,faire and not icalous. 

Wc fay that Shores wife hath a prctic foote, 

A cherry lippe,a bonny eye , a pafling pleating tongues . 
And that the Queenes kindred arc made gcntlcfolkcs* 
How fay you fir, can you denie all this? - 
Bro. With this (mv Lord) my felfc haue naught to do* 
Cj/fl-Naught to do with MiftrclTe Shore, I tell thcc fellow^ 
He that doth naught with her,exceptingpne . 

Were beft he do it fccretly alone# 

"Bro. What onemy Lord i 

Glo. Her husband knaue,wouldft thou bettay me£ ^ 

Bro. I befeech your Grace to pardon me, and withall for? 
XQur conference with the noble Duke, 
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£la. Wcknow thy charge Brokenbury.and'will obey* 
Gh* Wcarc the Queenesabie&s and muft obey. 
Brother farewell, I will vnto the King, 

And whatfocuer you will imploy me in, 

Were it to call King Edwards widow fifter, 

I will performe it to infranchife you. 

Mcane time this deepe difgracc in brotherhood, 
Touches me deeper then you can imagine. 

Cla. I know it plcafeth neither ofv s well. 

Glo . Well, your imprifonment fliall not be long, 

I will deliuer you or lie for you, 

Meanc time liaue patience. 

Cla. I muft perforce, farewell. Exit C/a • 

Glo. Go tread the path that thou (halt neare returns. 
Simple plaine Clarence, 1 do loue thee fo, 

That I will flhortly fend thy foulc to heauen, 

If heauen will take the prefent at our hands: 

But who comes here, the new deliuered Haftings? 

Enter Lord HafliitgK 

Hafl. Good time of day vnto my gracious Lord. 
Glo . As much vnto my good Lord Charobcrlaine: 
Well are you welcome to the open aire, 

How hath your Lordfhip brookt imprifonment? 

Hafl. With patience (noble Lord, 'as pvifoners muft: 
But 1 (hall liue my lord to giue them f hankes, 

That were the caufe of my imprifonment. 

Glo. No doubt, no doubt, and fo flball Clarence too, 

For they that were your enemies arc his. 

And haue preuaild as much on him as you. 

Hafl. More pittie that the Eagle lhould be mewed. 
While kights and buflards nrcy at liberty. 

Glo. What newes abroad? 

Haft. No newes fo bad abroad, as this at home: 

The king is fick!y,weakcand melancholy, 

And his Phifitions fearc him mightily. 

Glo . Now by Saint Paul this newes is bad indeed, 
Ob he bath kept an euilldietlong, 

Ar«d oucrmuch confumcd his roy all perfon, 
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Exit Hafl. 



Tis very greeuous to be thought vpon: 

What is he in his bed? 

Hafl. He is. 

Glo. Go you before, and I will follow you. 

He cannot Hue I hope, and muft not die, 

Till George be packt with poft horfc vp to heauen. 

He in to vrge his hatred more to Clarence, 

With lies well fteeld with weightie arguments, 

And if I fade not in my deepe intent, 

Clarence hath not another day to liue: 

W hich done, God take king Edward to his mercie* . 

And leaue the world for me to buflell in: 

For then He marrie Warwicks youngeft daughter » 

What though I kild her husband and her father* . 

The r cadi eft way to make the wench amends, 

Is to become her hu sband and her father : 

The which will I^not all fo much for loue, 

As for another fecret clofe intenf. 

By marrying her which I ^iuft reach vnto* 

But yet I run beforemy horfe to market: 

Clarence ftill breathes, Edward ftill Hues and raignes. 
When they are gone, then muft I count my gaines* Exih 
Enter Lady Anne, with the hearfe of Harry the 6 . 

Lady zAn. Sit downc fit do wne,y our honourable lord 
If honor may be fhro wded in a hearfe, 

Whilcft la while obfequioufly lament 
The vntimely fall of vei tuous Lancaftcr* 

Poore kei- cold figure, of a holy King, 

Pale afhes of the houfc ofLancafter, 

Thou bloudleffe remnant of that royall blotid* 

Be it la wfull that I inuocate thy ghoft. 

To hcarc the lamentations of poorc Anne, 

Wife to thy Ed ward, to thy flaughtcrcd fonne, 

Stabd by the felfefame hands that made thefc holes^ 

Loc in thofe windowes that let forth thy life, 

I^powre the hclplcflc balmeof my poore eyes, 

Cur ft be the hand that made thefe fatall holes* 

Q)ift be the hears that had the heart to do it® 
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More dircfull hap betidethat hated wretch, 

Thatraakcs vs wretched by the death of thee? 

Then 1 can wifh to adders,(pidcrs,toadcs, 

Or any creeping venomde thing that liucs* 

If euer he hauc child, abortiue be if. 

Prodigious and vntimely brought to light: 

Whofe vgly and vnnaturall afpeft, 

May fright the hopcfull mother at the view. 

If euer he haue wife, let her be made 
As miferable by the death ofhim, 

As I 2 m madeby my poore Lord and thee. 

Come now towards Chei tfey wifh your holy loade, 

T aken from Paulcs to be interred there: 

And (till as you are wearie of the waight, 

Reft you whiles I lamcnr King Henries corfc. 

Enter G loft er. 

Glo . Stay you that bcarc the coi fe and fet it downe. 

La. What blacke magician comures vp this fiend, 

To flop deuoted charitable deedcs? 

Glo . Villainefetdownethecorfe,orby S.Paule, 
lie makeacorfeofhim that difobeyes. 

Gent . My Lord, (land backe and let the coffin paffe# 

Glo . Vnmanerd dog^ftand thou when I command, 
Aduance thy Halbert higher then my breft. 

Or by Saint Paule lie ftrike thee to my foote. 

And fpurne vpon thee begger for thy boldneffe. 

La. What do you tremble, are you all afraid? 

Alas, I blame you not, for you are mortall, 

And mortall eyes cannot endure the diuell. 

Auaunt thou dreadful! minifter of hell, 

Thou had ft but power oucr his mortall body. 

His foule thou canft not haue,thercfore be gone# 

Glo. Swecte Saint, for Charity benotfocurft. 

La. Foule diuell, for Gods fake hence & trouble VS notp 
For thou haft made the happy earth thy hell: 

Fi!d it witbeurfing cries, and deepe exclaiincs. 

If thou delight to view thy hainous dccdcs, , 

Behold thispatterncofthy butcheries* oh 
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Oh Gentlemen fce.fee dead Henries woundes. 

Open their congeald mouths, and bleed afrefli. 
B'uftj.bluflijthou lumpe of foule deformitie. 

For t’is thy prefence that exhales this blood, 

From colde and emptie veines where no bloud dwells. 
Thy deed inhumane and vnnaturali , 

Prouokesthis deluge moft vnnaturall. 

Oh God which this bloud madeft,rcuenge his death: 

Oh earth which this bloud drinkft.reuenge his death : 
Either heauen with lightning ftrike the muithcrcr dead* 
Or earth gape open wide, and eace himquicke. 

A s thou doeft fwallo w vp this good Kings bloud. 

Which his hell-gouernd arme hath butchered. 

Cla. Ladieyou know no rules or charitie, 

Wliich renders goodfor bad,blcflings for curfcs, 

Lady. Villaine thou knoweft no la w of God nor roan: 
No beaft fo fierce, but knowes fome touch of pittic. 

Glo. Bur I know none, and therefore am no beaft , 
Lady. Oh wonderfull when Diuels tell the truth. 
gb. More wonderfull when Angels are fo angryt 
Vouchafc diuine perfection of a woman. 

Of thefe fuppofed euils to giuc me lcaue. 

By circumftancc but to acquit c my fclfc* 

La. Vocchfafe defufed lnfe&ion of a man. 

For thefe knownc euils but to giue me lcaue, 

By circumftancc to curfe thy curfed fclfc. 

Glo. Fairer then tongue can name thee, let me hau« 
aSome patient leifur c to excufe my fclfc* 

La. Fouler then heart can thinke thee, thou canft makf 
No excufc currant ,but to hang thy fclfc. 

Glo. By fuch defpairc 1 fhould accufe my felfe* 

La, And by dfjpatring (houldft thou (land cxcufde, 

Fov doing wonhie vengeance on thy felfe, 

Which didft ynworthic (laughter vpon others* 

Glo. Say that I flue them not? 

La. Why then they arc not dead, 

But dead they are, and diucliftiflaueby thee, 

GlO) 1 did not kill your husband. 

B ’ 




TheTragedie 

La, Why then he is aliue* 

G lo. Nay,heisclead,ahclflaine by Edwards hand. 

^ La. i r i thy foul e throat thou heft,Quccne Margaret favva 
Thy bloudy faulchion fmoking in his bloud, 

The which thou once did bend againft her breft, 

But that thy brothers beat afide the poynt, 

Glo. I was prouoked by her flaundcrous tongue* 

W hicl.r iaid their guilt vpon my guiltlcfle fhouldcrs. 

La. Thou waft prouoked by thy bloudie minde, 
Which neucr dreamt on ought but butcheries . 

Didft thou not kill this king? Glo. I grant yea* 

^ L*. Doeft graunt me hedgehog^hen God grant me too 
Thou mayeft be damnd for that wicked deed. 

Oh he was gentlc,milde and vertuous. 

Glo . The fitter for the king of heaucn,that hath him* 
ha. He is in heauen,where thou (halt neuer come. 

Glo. Let him thankc me that holpe to fend him thither* 
For he was fitter for that place then earth. 

La. And thou vnfic for any place but hell*. 

Glo. Yes one place clfc 3 ifyou will heare me name it. 

La. Some dungeon* Glo. Your bedchamber. 

La. Ill reft betide the chamber where thou lieft, 

Glo * So will it Madame^till I lie withy ou* 

La. I hope fo. 

Glo. I know fo, but gentle Ladie Anne, 

Toleaue this kinde incountcr ofour wits* 

And fall fomewhat into a flower methode s 
Is not the canfer of the timelefte deaths, 

Oi thefe Plantagcnets,Hemie and Edwaad, 

As blameful! as the executioner? 

La. Thou arc the caufe,and moll: accuift effeft. 

Glo* Your beautie was the caufe oft bat effett. 

Your bcautie which did haunt me in my fleepe, 

To vndertakethodcathofall the world, 

So I might reft one hpure in your fweete bofemev 
La. If I thought that, I tell thee homicide, 

Thefe nailes fhould rend that beautie from my checked 
G&.Thefe eiescouldiieuer indure fweet beauties wr^cke, 

You 
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You fhould not blcmifh them if I flood by: 

Asallthe world ischecrcd by the fbnne. 

So I.by rhs t,it is my day ^jy life. 

La. Bl icke night ouerfhade thy day, and death thy life* 
Glo* Curfe not thy fclfe faitc creature, thou art both* 

L a. I would I were to be reuenged on thee* 

Glo . 1 1 is a quarrell moft vnnaturall, 

To be reuengd on him that loueth you* 

La. Itisa quarrell iuft and reafbnablc, 

To be reuengd on him that flew my husband* 

Glo . He that bereft thee Lady of thy husband. 

Did it to helpc thee to a better husband. 

La. His better doth not breath vpon the earth* 

Glo. Go to, he Hues that loues you better then he could. 
La. Name him* Glo * Plantagenct. 

La. Why that was he. 

Glo. Thcfelfefamenamejautoneofbetrernaturc. 

La. Where is he* 

Glo. Hecre. She fpitteth at him. 

Why doeft thou (pit at me? 

La. Would it were mor tall poylon for thy fake. 

Glo. Neuer came poy fon from fo fvvecre riplacd. 

La. Neuer hung poy fon on a fouler toade, 

Out of my fight,thou doeft infeft my cics* 

Glo. Thine cies fweete Lady,baue infe£Ved mine. 

La. Would they were Bafiliskes to ftrike thee dead* 

Glo. I would they were that I might die at once, 

For now they kill me with a liuing death: 

Thofe eies of thine, from mine haticdrawncfalt teares. 
Shamed their afpett withftore ofchildifh drops: 

1 neuer fued to friend nor enemie* _ 

My tongne could neuer Icame fweete (bothing words : 

But now thy bcautie is propofde my fee: 

Mv proude heart foes, and prompts niy tongue to fpeake, 

T each not thy lips fuch fcorne ,for they vve re made 
For lofting Lady, not for fuch contempt* 

Ifthy reuengefull heart cannot forgiue, 

Lo here 1 lend thee this lliarpe pointed fword* 
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Which if thoupleafe to hide in this true bofome. 

And let thofoule forth that adoreth thee: 

I late it naked to the deadly ftrokc. 

And humbly beg the death vpon my knee# 

Nay*do not pawfe,twas I that kildc your husband, 

But twas thy beautie that pi ouoked me: 

Nay now difpatch,twas I that kild King Henry: 

But twas thy heauenly face that fet me on: H 
T akc vp the fword againc or take vp me. 

La. Arife diflembler, though I wifh thy 
I will not be the executioner. 

Glo . Then bid me kill my felfc,and I 
La. lhaue already 
Gif 4 Tufh that was in thy rage# 

Speake it againe,and eucn with the word. 

That hand which for thy loue did kill thy loue,. 

Shall fgr thy louc kill a farre truer loue: 

To both their deaths thou fhalt be acceflaric# 

La* I would I knew thy heart. 

Glo . Tis figured in my 
La. Ifearemcboth 
G Jo. T hen neuerwas man 
La* Wclkwelbputvpyouri 
Glo. Say then my peace Is made 
La. That (hall you know hereafter. 

Glo . . But I (hall liue in hope. 

La * All men I hope liue fo; 

Got. Vouchfafe to weare this ring. 

La. To take is not to giue. 

Glo. Looke how this ring incompafleth thy finger?. 

JEuen fo thy bread inclofeth my poore heart. 

Weare both of them^br both of them are thine, 

And if thy poore fuppliant may 

But beg one fauour at thy gracious hand, 

Thou doefl confii me his happineile for euer: 

La. What is it? 

Glo. T hat it would pleafe thee leace thefe fad defignes, 
To him that hath more caufe to be a mourner# 

And 
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And prefently repaire to Crosbie place* 

Where after I hauc folemnely interred 
At Chertfie monaftcry this noble King, 

And wet his graue with my repentant teares, 

I will with all expedient dutie fee you: 

For diuerS’Vnknowne reafons,! befeechyou 
Grant me this boone. 

La. With all my hcart,and much it ioyes me too. 

To fee you are become (o penitent: 

Trcflill and Barkley go along with me. 

Glo. Bid me farewell# 

La. Tis more then you deferue: 

But fince you teach me how to flatter you* 

Imagine I haue faid farewell already. 

Glo. Sirs take vp the corfc. 

Ser. Towards Chertfie noble Lord? 

Glo . No, to white Friers, there attend my comming. 

Was euer woman in this humour woed* Exeunt* manet GL 
Was euer woman in this humor wonne* 
lie haue hcr,butl will notkeepe her long. 

What I that kild her husband and his father, 

T o take her in her hearts extreameft heate: 

With curfes in her mouth, teares in her eyes, 

The bleeding w\tne(Te of her hatred by, 

Haumg God, her confcience,and thefe bars a gainfl: me, 
And I nothing to backc my fuit at all, 

But the plaine Diuell and diflembling lookes, 

And yet to win her all the world to nothing. Hah? 

Hath fhe forgot alreadie that braue Prince 
Edward,her Lord,whomIfome three moneths fince 
Stabdin my angriemoodeat Tewxbury? 

A fweetcr and a louelier gentleman, 

Framd in the prodigalitie of nature: 

Yong,valiant>wife,and no doubt right royal]. 

The fpacious world cannot againe aftoord# 

And will (lice vet debafe her eyes on me, 

That crept the golden prime of this fweete Prince, 

A nd made her widdow to a wofull bed? 
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On me, whofe all not equals Edwards moity, 

On methathalt,and am vnfhapen thus* 

My Dukedome to a beggerly denier* 

Ido miftakc my perfon all this while. 

V pon my life l he find$,a! though I cannot 
My felfe,to be a maruailous proper man. 

He be at charges for a looking glade, 

And entertaine fome fcotcor twoof taylers, 

T o ftudie faduons to adorne my bodie. 

Since I am crept in fauour with my felfc, 

I will maintame it with fome littlecoft: 

But firft lie turnc yon fellow in his graue. 

And then retunic lamenting to my loue* 

Shine out fairc funne,ti!l I haue bought a glade, 

T hat I may fee my fliadovv as I pa(Te* Exit, 

Enter Queene, Lera RtuerSy Gray, 

Ri* Haue patience Madame, thers no doubt hisMaie- 
Will foonc recouer his accuftomed health. ((lie 

Gray In that you boroke it ill a it makes him worfe. 
Therefore for Gods fake entertaine good comfort, 

And cheere his grace with quicke and mery words* 

Q»- If he were dead ,whac would betide of me, 

R'. No other harmc but lode of fuch a Lord. 

Q*. The lolle of fuch a Lord includes all harme* 

Gr* The heauens haue bled you with a goodly fonne. 
To be your comforter when he is gone. 

Qg Ohhcisyong.andhisminoritie 
Is put vnto the cruft ofRich. Glocefter, 

A man that loues not me, nor none of you* 

Ri. Is it concluded he fliall be protestor? 

Q*. It is detcmiincd»not concluded yee , 

But fo it muft be if the King mifeame* {Enter Bnc^Bartf 
Gr. Here come the Lords of Buckingham, and Darby. 
Buc 4 Good time of day vnto your royall grace. 

Bar, God make your maieftic ioyfuli as you haue bcenc. 
Qtf* T he Coun tefTe Richmond good my Lo:of Darby, 
To yourgood prayers will fcarcely fay, Amen: 

Yet Darby notvvidibmdiiig 3 flieesyour wife. 

And 
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And loues not me, be you good Lo, adiirde 
I hate not you for her proud arrogance* 

Bar. Idobefecchyoueithcrnot bcleeue 
The enuiousdaunders ofher falfc accufcrs, 

Or if (he be accufdein true report. 

Beare with her weaknede,which I thinkc procecdes. 

From wayward ficknede,and no grounded malice. 

Riu. Saw vou the King to day, my Lo.of Darbie f 
Bar 4 But now the Duke of Buckingham, and l r 
Came from vifi ting his Maieftie. 

Q#. Witlilikelihoodeofhis amendment Lords ? 

Bite * Madame, good hope, his Grace fpcakes cheerfully* 
QfK God graurn him health, did you confer with him ? 
Buc , .Madame we did : He defires to make attonement 
Betwixt the Duke ofGloccder, and vour brothers, 

And betwixt them, and my Lord Chambcrlainc, 

And fent to warne them to his royall prcfcncc. 

0^4 Would all were well, but that will neuer be, 

I feare our happinede is at the higheft. Enter Ghce/Ier*. 

Glo * They do me wrong,and I will not endure it. 

Who arc they that complaines vnto the King? 

Th at I forfooth am fterne and loue them not • 

By holy Paul they louchis Grace but lightly. 

That fill his cafrcs withfuch difeentions rumors? 

B ecaufc I cannot flatter and fpeske faire. 

Smile in mens faces, frnooth,deceiue and cog, 

Ducke with French nods,and apifh courted*, 

I muft be held a rankerous cnemie* 

Cannot a plainc man liue and thinke no harme, 

But thus his Ample truth muft be abufde,. 

By filken die insinuating Iackes \ 

K*- ^2 WlTlom * n diisprefencefpeakes your Grace? 

Glo, i o tliee, that haft nor henedie nor grace. 

\ v hen haue I iniu; ed thee, when done thee wrong, 

Or thec ; or thee^or any of vour iaftion ? 

Aplagiic vpoaycualJ. His royall perfon 
^Whom God pi eferue better then you would wifh) 

Cannot be quiet fcarce a breathing while, 
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But you mull trouble him with lew d complaints, 

Qh. Brother of Glocefter, you miftake the matter: 
The King ofhis owne royall difp 
And not prouokt by any futer elle, 

Ay ming belike at your interiour hatred, 

Which in your outward a&ions ftiewcs itfelfc, 

Againft my kinred Jxother,anc! my fclfe: 

Makes him to fend,that thereby he may gather 
The ground of your ill wili,and to remoue ir. 

G la. I cannot tell, the world is grownc fo bad* 

That Wrens make prey where Eagles dare not pearch, 
Since cueric Iacke became a Gentleman : 

There’s many a gentle perfon made a Iacke. 

Qjt. Come,corue,we know your meaning,brother Gib. 
You cnuieminc aduancement and my friends, 

God graunt weneuer may hauc neede of you, 

Glo 4 Meanc time, God grants that we haue needs of yoi 
Ourbrotheris impiifoncd by yourmeanes. 

My felfc difgrac’djand the Nobiitie 

Held in contcmpt,whi!ft many faire promotions. 

Arc daily giuen to enoble thofe, 

That fcarcc fome two daics fince were worth a noble . 
Q*. By him that raifdeme to this carefull height. 



From that contented hap which I enioyd, 

I neuer did incenfe his Maieftie, 

Againft the Duke of Clarence: but hauc beene. 

An earnsft aduocate to pleadc for him* 

My Lord,you do me fhamefiill iniuric, 

Falfly to draw me in thefe vile fufpeft s* 

Glo. Y ou may denie that you were not the caufe, 
Of my Lord Haftings late imprifonrnent* 

Rit*i She may my Lord* 

Glo, Shemay,Lo.Riucrs,why whoknowesnot fo i 
She may do more fjr then denying that : 

She may helpc you to many faire preferments, 

And then deiue her ay ding hand therein, 

Ar d lay thofe honours on your high cfefcrts, 

What may (he not^flhe may, yea marrie may fhe* 
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Riu. What manic may fhe? \ 

Glo. What marric may ftief marry with a King, 

A batchelcr.a handfome (tripling too. 

Iwis your Grandamhad a worler match. 

Qk My Lo.of G loeeftet, I hauc too long borne 
Yomblunt vpbraidings,and your bitter fcoftes. 

By heauen I will acquaint his Maieftie, 

With thofe erode taunts I often haue endured. 

1 had rathefbe a countrey feruant maid, 

with this condition, 

T'.xter Qw. 

being Englands Queene. Margaret. 



Then a great Queene 
To be thus tauntcd/corned, and baited at: 

Small ioy haue I in being Enzianu ZTK 

Q And leftiedbc thatfinall, God Ibcfcech thee, 

Thy honour,ftatc,and feate isdue to me. 

Glo . What i threat you me with telling, or the King? 

Tell him and fparc not,k>oke what I haue faid, 

I will auouch in prefence of the King : 

Tis time to fpeake,roy pines are quite forgot. 

Qw.A/ar.Outdiucll,! remember them too well, 

Thou fleweft my husband Hcnriein the T ower. 

And Edward my poore fonne at T euxburic. 

Glo. Ere you were Queene, yea or your husband King, 

I was a packehorfc in his great affaires. 

A weeder out ofhis proud aduerfaries, 

A liberall rewarder ofhis friends : 

To royalizc his bloud I fpilt mine owne. 

Q». MarX ea, and much Better bloud, then his or thin*. 

Glo , In all which time, you aud your husband Gray , 

Were fa&ious for the houfe of Lancafter : 

And Riuers,fo wereyou.Ws not your husband 
In Margarets battaile at Saint Albons flaine? 

Let me put in your minds, if yours forget 
What youhaue beene ere now, and what you are: 

Withall, what I hauebeene,and what 1 am. 

Q*. Ma. A murthcrous ui!laine,and (o ftlll thou art. 

Glo. Poore Clarence did forfake his father Warwick*, 

Y ca and forfwore himfelfe (which Iefu pardon .) 

Q».UW-*r. Which God reuenge. 

C G«>* 
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Glo. i o fi^ht on Edwards panic for the crown?, 

And for his ineede (poorc Lo.jhe is mewed vp : 

I would to God my heart were flint like Edwards, 

Or Edwards foft and pitiful! like mine, • 

I am too chilcMi,' foolifh fbi- ,thi s world. > ' 

Mar .Hie thee to hell for fhame.and leaue the world 
Thou Cncodcmon,rhere thy kingdomeis. 

Ru My Lo* of Glocefler inthofe bufie dayes. 

Which here you vrge to proue v.s enemies, 

W 7 e followed th cn onr Lo.our ] awful 1 ki ng, . . ■ . . ; ; 

So fliould we you, if) ou fhould be our king. 

G h. If I lhonldbe? I had rather beapedler, 

Far re beat from my heart the 1 bought ofit. 

As liede ioy (my Lordjas you fuppofe 
You fhould mioy , were youxhis countries king, 

, As little ioy may you fuppofeun me, 

That I enioy beingthe Queene thereof. 

A4 a, A little ioy cnioyes the Queene thereof. 

For 1 am ilie',andaltogither ioyleffe, 
lean no longer hold nie patienf. 

H care meyou wrangling Pyratsthat fall out, 

In ihaving out- that which you haue pild from me " 

Which of you trembles not that lookeson me ? 

If nor, that I being Queene, you how like fubie&s, 

Yet that by you df po(de,you quake like rebels : 

O gentle villaine do not turnc awae. 

Glo % Foule wri tickled v\itch,what makft thou in my fight 
tt , But repetition; of what tliou haft mard, 

That will I makeibefore 1 let thee go : 

A husband^n:! a fonne thou oweft to me* 

And thou a kingdom?, all ofyouallegcance : 

The forrow that I haue by right is yours, 

And all the p’enfures you vlu-pe are mine. 

Glo . Thecurfi my noMefather laid on thee, 

When thou di lft crownc Ids warlike browes with paper, 
And with thy fcornc dre wft riurrs from his cies, 

.And then toefrie them^au’ft the Duke a clou-, 

S teepc in the faultlcfle bicud of prettie Rutland : 

His 




Readie to catch each other by the tnroat, 

And turne you now your hatred all on me? 

Did Yotkes dread curfe preuaile lb much with heuen, 

That Henries death, my louely Ed wards death, 

Their Kingdoms lofle, my wofull banifliment. 

Could all but anfwere for that peeuifh brat? 

Can curfes pierce the clouds ,and enter heauen? 

Why then giuc way dull cloudes to my quickc curies? 

If not by war re, by furfet die your King, 

As ours by murder, to make him a King* 

Edward thy fonne, which now is Prince of Wales* 

For Edward my fonne /which wasPrince of Wales, 

Die in his youth, by Like vntimely violence. 

Thy felfe a Queene, for me that wasa Queene, 

. Oucliue thy glorie, l.ke my wretched felfe: 

Long maift thou line to waile thy childrens lofle. 

And fee another,as I fee theg now, . 

D.eckt in thy .glorias thou arc ftaJd in mine: 

Long die thy happic daies before thy death , 

And after many lengthened houres of greefe, 

Die neither mother, wife, nor Englands Queene* 

Riuejs and Dorfet,you were ftanders by, 

An3fo waft thou Lo : Haftings* when my fonne . 
Wasftabd with bloudie daggers, God I pray him, 

That none of you may Hue your naturali age; 

But by fome vnlookt accident cut off, 

Glo t Haue done thy charmc thou hateful! withered hag* 
And leaue o ut the flay dogger thou flnlt hear me 
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If heaucn haue any grecuous plague in ftorc> 

Exceeding thofe that I can. wi/h vpon thee: 

O let them keepc it till thy flnnes be iipc* 

And then hurle downe their indignation 
On thee the troubler ofthe poore worlds peace: 

The worme ofconfcienccftill begna w thy foule, 

Thy friends fufpeft: for traitors while thou liueft, 

And take deepe traitors for thy deareft friends# 

No fleepe clofe vpthat deadly eye of thine, 

VnlelTc it be whileft fome tormenting drearac 
Affi ights thcc,witha hell ofvgly diucls# 

Thou eluifh ma; kt,abortiue rooting hog* 

Thou that waft feald in thy natiuitie 
The flauc of nature, and the fonne of hell, 

Thouflaundcr of thy mothers hcauie wombe, 

Thou lothcdiilue of thy fathers loyncs. 

Thou rag of honour, thou deteftecfi&c# 

G/<?# Alargaret# 

Q^« M . Richard. G&#. Ha. 

Q*. M. I call thee not. 

Glo. Then I crie thee mercie:for I had thought 
Thou had ft ca Id me all thefe bitter names. 

Q*. M . Why (b I did, bur lookt for no replic, 

0 let me make the period to my curfe# 

G lo. Tis done by me, and ends in Margaret# (felfe, 

Qf*# Thus haue you breathed your curfc againft your 
Poore painted Qtteene, vaineflourifhofniy for* 
Why ftrcwft thou fiiger on that borclcdfpider, (tunc: 

Whofe deadly web enfnamh thee about? 

Foo 1 e,foo 1 e , e hou w he tft a k nife to kill thy fclfe# 

The time will come when thou ftialt wifh for me, 

To helpe thec cuife that poifoned hunchback ttoadev 
Hjfh Falfe boading \voman,end thy frantike curfe? 
Lead to ihy Jiarme thou moue our patience# 

A1 # Foule fhame vpon you, you haue all mouM rri ae, 
Rt # W ere you well fenfd you would be taught your d ty. 
M # To ferue me weiljyou all fhould do me duuc, 
Teach me to be your Queensland yon my fubiettfc 
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O ferue me well, and teach yours felucs thatdutic. 

Dorf Dilute not with her, ihc islunatique# 

Q M Peace Mafter Marques, you are malapert, 

Your fire- new ftampc of honour is fcarfe currant : 

O that your yong nobilitic could iudge. 

What t were to loofc it and be miferable: 

They' that ftand high, haue many blafts to (hake them. 
And if they fall,they daih thcmfelues to peeces. 

Glo # Good counfcll mary,lcarnc it,learne it Marques* 

J Dor. It touchcth you (my Lo.) as much as me. 

Glo. Y ea,and much more# but I was borne fo high, 

Our aiery buiideth in the Cedars top. 

And dallies with the windc,and fcornes the funne. 

Q u. M. And turnes the funne to (hade, alas, alas, 

Witnes my fonne, now in the ftiade of death, 

Whofe bright ou:fhining beanies, thy cloudic wrath, 

Hath in ctcrnall darkenelfe foulded vp: 

Your aiene buiideth in our airics neft, 

O God that feeft it, do not fuffer it: 

As it was wonne with bloud,loft be it fo# 

Buck, Haue done for fhame, if not for charitic# 

M. Vrge neither charitie nor (Fame to me, 
Vncharitably with me haue you dealt, 

Andihamefully by you my hopes arc butcherd , 

My charitie is outrage, life my fhame, 

And in my fhame ftill Hue my forro tves rage. 

Bhc\. Haue done# 

O Princely Buckingham,! will kifTe thy hand, 

In figne of league andamilic with thee: 

Now fair e befall thec,and thy Princely houfe# 

Thy garments ate not fpotted with out bloud. 

Nor thou within the compaile of my curfe# 

Buck. Nor no one here, for curfes neuer pa(Tc 
The lips ofthofe rhat breath them in ihc aire. 

Q*. M. He not bcleeue but they afeend the skic. 

And there awake Gods gentle fleepmg peace# 

O Buckingham beware of yonder dog# 

Lookc when he fawnes,he bites, and when he bites, 

C 3 His 
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His venome tooth will rankle thee to death, 

Hauc not to do wSfh him, beware ofhim: 

Sinnc,dcath,and hell haue let their marks on him, 

And all their minifters attend on him. 

Glo. What doth Hie fay my Lo: of Buckingham? 

Buck, Nothing that I refpett my gracious Lord. 

O^Ad, What doeft thou fcorne me for my ^entlpr^ 
„,4 r^u t . 1 . _ r ' coun- 



sel!? 



And (both tlie dwell that I warne thee from? 

0 but remember this another day, 

When he fhall fplit thy very heart with forro w, 

And fay poore Margaret was a propheteiTe: 

Liue each ofyou the fubiefts of his hate. 

And he to your, and all ofyou to Gods, Exit, 

Haft, My haire doth Hand on end to heare her curfes 

Rtu, And fo doth mine, .1 wonder fheesat libei tie, * 

Glo, I cannot blame her by Gods ho!v mother, 

She hath had too much wrong, and I repent 
My part thereof that I hatie done . 

Q». I neuer did her any to my knowledge. 

Glo, Butyou haue all the vantage oftJiis wron 0- , 

1 was to hot to do fome body <mod. 

That is too cold in thinking of it now: 

Marry as for Clarence, he is well repaid, 

He is f rankt vp to fattingjfor his paines, 

God pardon them that are the caule ofir . 

Rut. A ve; tuous and a Chrid ianlike conclufion. 

To pray for them that haue done feat he to vs, 

Glo, Sodoleuei,beirigwelladmfde, 

For had I curd, now I had curd my felfe. 

Catf, Madam his maieffic doth call for you. 

And for your Grace, and you ray noble Lo: 

Qu. Catesby we come,Lovds w ill you go with vs, 

Ritt. Madame we will attend your grac e. Exeunt. matt. Ri, 
Glo. I doe the wrong,and firft began to braule 
The fecret mifehiefes that I fet abroach, 

I lay vnto the greeuous charge of others 
ClareuccjWhorti I indeede haue laid in darkened*:: 

I do beweepc to many fimple guis ; 

Name- 
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Namely to Haftings,Darby,Buckingham, 

And fay it is the Queene, and her allies, 

Thar ftirre the King againft the Duke my brother. 

Now they beleeueme,and withal lwhetme. 

To be rcuengdeon Riuers, Vaughan, Gray; 

Bnt then I figh,and with a piece of fcripturc. 

Tell them that God bids vs do good for euilL 
And rhus I cloath my naked villanie. 

With old odde ends, ftolne out of holy writ. 

And feeme a Saint, when moft I play the Diuell : 

But foft,hcre comes my executioners* Enter executioners. 
How now , my hardie flout refolued mares. 

Are you now going to difpatchtliis deed? 

Execu. We arc, my Lord,and come to haue the warrant, 
That we may be admitted where he is* 

Glo. It was well thought vpon,I haue it here about me. 
When you haue donc,repaire to Crosbie place: 

But firs, be fudden in the execution, 

Withall, obdurate, do not heare liirti pleade> 

For Clarence is well fpoken,and perhaps, 

Alay moue y our hearts to pittie,ifyou marke him. 

Eavc.T ufh,feare not,my Lo.we will not ftand to prate, 

T a’kcrs are no good doers, be aflured : 

We come to vfe our hands,and not our tongues, 
^loureiis. drop inilft one $*when fooles eies drop tears, 
Hike you lads.aboutyourbufinefle. Exeunt. A 
Ewer Clarence, Rrokenburie. 

Bro. Why lookes your grace fo heauily to day ? ’ 

• C\ \* Y ' Gh, I hauc paft a miserable night, 

So fu 1 ! of vgly fights, of gadly dreames, 

That as I am a Clmdian faithful 1 man, 

1 would not fpend another fuch a night, 

1 hough t’wei c to buy a world of happie dayes, 

So fu'l of difiuall terror was the time. 

Bro. Vv'liat was your drcame?I long to heare you tell it, 

C U. Me thoughts I was imbarkt for Bur? undie 
;‘ r ; d m Y companie my brother Glocedcr. 
who from my cabiin tempted tne to vvalke, 

Vpon 
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Vpon the hatches thence wc lookt toward England, 

And cited vpa thoufand fearcfu.il times. 

During the warres of Yorkcand Lancafter , 

That had befallen vs:as we pall along, 

Vpon the giddic footing of the hatches , 

Me thought that Gloceftcr (lumbled,and in Humbling, 
Stroke me (that thought to (lay him)oucr board. 

Into the tumbling billowes o fthe maine. 

Lot d^Lordjfnc thought what paine it was to drowne, 

What dreadfull noifeofwaters in mine cares. 

What vgly fights of death within mine eics : 

Me thought I faw a thoufand fearcfiili wracks, 

Ten thoufand mcn,that fifhes gnawed vpon, 

Wedges of golde, great anchors ^eapes of pearlc, 
Jncftimablc ftones,vnualucd Iewcl s. 

Some lay in dead mens (culs > and in thofe holes, 

Where eyes did once inhabite,thcre were crept 
As’t were in fcorne of eyes reflefting gems, 

Which woed the flimic bottom of the deepe, 

And mockt the dead bones that lay feattered by# 

Brok, Had you fuch leifure in the time of death, 

T o gaze vpon the fccrets of rh e deepe i 
Clar, Me thought 1 hadrfor ftill the cnuioUs floud 
K ept in my foule,and would not let it foorth, 

T o feeke the cmptie,vaft,and wandering aire, 

But fmothcred it within my panting bulltc , 

Which almofl bur ft to belch it in the fca . 

Lrokj Awakt you not with this fore agonie ? 

Clar . O no, my dreame was lengthned after life, 

O then began the tempeft to my foulc, 

Who paft (me thought) the melancholy floud. 

With that grim ferriman, which Poets write of, 

Vnto thekindomeofperpcruili night : 

The firfl that there did greet my ftrangcr foule, ' 

Was my great father in la w,renowmed Warwicke, 

Who cried alowd ,what fcourge for periuric. 

Can this darkc monarchic affoord falfe Clarence, 

And fo he vani/htuhen came wandnngby, 

° A (ha- 
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A lhadow like an Angell in bright haire, 

Dabled in bloud,and he fqucakt out alowd, 

Clarences comc/alfr,fleeting,periurd Clarence* 

That ftabd me in the field by Tcuxburie : 

Seaze on him furies, take him to your torments. 

With that me thought a legion of foule fiends 
Enuirond me about,and howled in mine eares, 

Such hideous cries, that with the veric noife, 

I trembling, wakr and for a fcafon after, 

Could not bclceue but that I ivas in hell , 

Such terrible impreffion made the dreame. 

Bro , No maruell(my Lo.)though it affrighted you, 

I promife you,I am afraid to heart you tell it. 

Cla . O BnokcnburicJ hauc done thofe things, 

Which npwbcarceuidence againft my foulc, 

For Edwards fake, and fee how he requites me* 

I pray tfcfce gentle keeper ftay by me, 

&JLy foule is heauie, and I faine would fleepc. 

-A Bro,! will(my Lo.) God giue your Grace good reft, 
Sorrow break es feafons,and xepofing howers, 

Makes the ni^ht morning,and the noonctidc night. 

Princes haue but their titles for their glories, 

An outward honour for aninward toyle, 

And for vnfclt imagination, 

They often fccle a world of reftlcffc cares: 

So that betwixt their titlcs,and low names. 

There’s nothing differs but the outward fame. 

The murthcrers enter , 

In Gods name what are you»andhow came you hither? 
Exec.! would fpeake with Clarence, and I came hither on 
Bro , Y ea, are you fo briefcV ( m y l C a Sa 

2 Exec . O fir, it is better to be biiefe then tedious, 

Shew him our commiflion,talke no more. He readeth it A 
%Bro t I am in this commaundcd to deliuer 
The noble Duke of Clarence to your hands, 

I will not reafon what is meant hereby, 

B ecaufe I wil 1 be guiltlelle of the meaning : 

Id ci c are the keies^thcre fits the Duke afleepe, 

D lie 








lie to his Maieflie,and certifie his grace. 

That thuslhaucrefigndmychargetoyou. 

£xt. Dofo,itisapointofwifdome. 

2 What fhall Iftab him as he (leepes ? 

1 No then he will fay twas done cowardly 
When he wakes, 

2 When, he wakes, .! 

Why foole he fhall ncuer wake til! the Judgement day# 

1 Why then he will %,we ftabd him deeping* i 

2 The vrging of that word Iudgemcnt,hath bred 

Akind ofremorfeinme. v . .» * 

1 W*hat,aitthou afraid £ .:\.o t ’/m)ikrn! 

2 Not to k i lihim hauing a warJrant-feifit^but to be damnd 
For killing Jum/rom which no warran t Can defend-vs. 

1 Backc to the Duke bfGloceffehtdWiim fo; ^ d 

2 I pray thee ftay a while, I faipe rhy holy humor Will 
Change, twas wont to hold me but while one would tell xx; 

1 How doft tliofe feele thyfelfe now? • 'lens r t^ n 

2 Faithfomecercaiiiedreg^bfcorifcieneeaf^'ybt with 

1 Rememberourlewardvvdien thedeedisdorit^ ’ on / 

2 Zounds he dies J had fbgot the reward* 

1 W h ere is thy cdnfcicncc noWTi • h : f 

2 In the Duke qf.GJocefters purfe. 

1 So when he opens his purfetogiuevsout reward. 

Thy confidence flies outi idlta: . - a i= ? v*>r,Y 

2 Let vs go, there’s fewer noneiviheatertaiiie it. 

1 How if it come to thee againe? 

2 He not meddle with it, it is a dangerous thing, 

It makes a man a cow ard. A man can not ffeale, 

$ut it acc uft fl l .1 u mah e.ca n n ok! fvvea r e , b u M tch ec ks him: 
He cannot he with his neighbours wife, but itdccefls • 
Him* It,i-s a. blufhing fharii fift’fpiritj that -mutinied * 

Ina mans bofbrne^ic fils onefuil of obftaclcs, 

It made me once reftore n purfe ofgold that I foundj 
It beggers any man ( hatkeepesic ; ie is turnd out of all 
T ownes and Cities for a.daungerous thing, and cuenc 
Man that meanesto hue welficndcuours to tiuft 
T o himfelfe,qnd to !iuc without it. . 

I Zounds 
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1 Zounds it is etien npw at my elbfcwiperfwading me 
Not to kill the Duke* 

2 Take the Diuell in thy minde, and beleeuc him not, 
He would infinuate with thee to make thee figh. 

1 Tut, I amftrong in fraud^he cannot preuaile with me, 

I warrant the<f. . ! • > 

2 Spoke like a tall fellpw tl^t reipefts his! reputation, 1 . 

Come fhallvve to this ggare? 1 >!i<. if/ . ■ 

1 Take him oucrthecoftard with the hilts of thy fword* 
And then wewvill chop him in the malmfey Butin thenext* 

2 Oh excellent deui.c^make a fqp of hintf, (roome. 

1 Harke h^^it^fliali I ftrike? J ; i ;■/ i 

2 No,nrttjetj?t^fon witMufci.,. vr ; r ; : r ::V j. 
Cla *. Where art thou keeper, giue me a cup of wine* 

1 You (hall hane wine enough my Lo: anon# 

C4** In Gods name what ait thou? 

2 A man as-ycu are* , j , \ r ?r , • • ■ ? • , ! , , \ < • < 

Clu But not as Ranvoyalh f , C : : • t t 

2 f -Noi you as wcarejoyall* ; ,/ 

Cla. T hy voyce i j thiinde^ bt?t thy lookes arc humble. 

2 , MY Y oyee is no w the I&pgs ,my lookes mine ovvrie* 
Cla. How darkely,and how deadly doft thou fpeake? 

T ell me who arewou, wherefore come you hither J r . , 
Aw* To^Q^i : A hi'; - . . . .nV) 

Cla* Tomurthermc* J i: ; j ■ 

Cla 4 You fcarcclyhaue.the hearts to telltbefo. 

And therefore cannot haue the hearts to do it. 

Wherein my friends haue I offended you? 

1 Offended vs yophaue not, but th^King* , ; f 

C/rf* I ihau be reconcild to him agairtc# 1 

2 Neuer my Lo; therefore prepare to. die. * 

C/ 4 . A r e y ou<:ald ( fi>i th from out a world of men i 

Today the innocent? what ismyoffencef 
Whei earc the euidence that do accufe me? 
Whatlaw/ullqueftfiaup giujenth^ir.vcrdift vp . . ) 

Y nto T he froy^ning Iudgp,Qr;whQiprondurift .■ ■ ; 1 j 

i he bitter fentenc^qf poei-eiQarenpcjdfcath, : >. 5 

bclore I be conuift : hy cOurfe of jaw^ ’ . 
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To threaten me with death is mod vnlawfull: 

I charge you a< you hope to haue redemption, 

By Chrift?, dearc blc ud fhed for ourgieeuous finnes, 

That you depart and lay no hands on me: 

Thedeede you vndertake is damnable. 

1 What we will do,wedo vpon command, 

2 And he that hath commanded is the King 
CUr. Ei ronious Vaffaile, the great King of 

H »th in the tables of his law commanded, 

That thou (hajt do no murder,and wilt thoii^^ 

Spurneat his e'chft, and fulfill a mans? 

7 ake heede,for he holds vengeance in hi 
To hurle vpon their heads that breake his law 
2 And that fame vengeance doth hc : throw on thee, 
For falfe forfwearing,and for murder too: 

Thou didft recciue the holy facramcnt, 

To fight in quarrell ofthe houfe ofLancafter. 

1 And like a traitor to the name of God, 

Didft breake that vowe, and with thy trecherous blade, 
Vrtripft|chc bowels of thy foucraigncs fonne. 

2 Whom thou vvert fworne to cherifii and defend, 

• I Howcanft thouvrgeGodsdreadfulllawtovs, 
When thou haft broke it in fo deare degree? 

CUr . Alas,for whofefake did I that ill deede, 

For Edward, for my brother ifor his fake: 

Why firs, he fends ye not to murder me for this, 

.For in this finne he is as deepe as I: 

If God will be rcuenged for this deede. 

Take not the quart ell from his powerful! arme. 

He needes no indite#, nor lawful) courfe. 

To cut off thofe that haue oflfended hirri; 

I Who made thee then a bloudy minifter. 

When gallant fpiirig,braue Plantagenet, v - 
That Princely Nouice was ftrooke dead by thee? 

CUr . My brothers loilc,the diuell 3 and my rage. 

I Thy brothers loueydie diuelJ ,and thy fault, 
haue brought vs hither iiow to murder thee. 

CUr . Oh ifyoulouc nr. brother, hate not mo 
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Iam his brother, and I loue him well: 

Ifyoubehirdefor neede,go backe againe, 

And I will fende you to my brother Gloccfter, 

Who will reward you better for my life. 

Then Edward will for ty dings of my death, 

2 You are decciu’cbyour brother Gloccfter hates you, 
CU . Oh no,hc loues me, and he holdsmc deare. 

Go you to him from me. 

Aw, I,fo we will. 

CU. T ell him, when that our princely fa thcr Yorkc, 
Bleft his three fonnes with his vi&orious arme: 

And chargd vs from his foulc to loue each other. 

He little thought of this deuided friendship. 

Bid Gloccfter thinke of this, and he will weepe. 

Aw, I milftones,as he leffond vs to weepe, 

CU. O do not (launder him, for he is kind, 

1 Right as fnow in harueft,rhou deceiu’ft thy felfe, 
Tishe that fent vs hither now to murder thee. 

CU. It cannot be,for when I parted with him, 

Hchugd meinhisarmcs,and fwore With fobs, 

That he would labour my dchuerie. 

2 Why fo he doth, no w he deliuers thee, 

From this worlds thraldome,fo the ioyes of heauen, 

1 Make peace withGod,for you muft die ray Lo: 
CU, Haft thou that holy feeling in thy foulc. 

To counfell me to make my peace with God, 

And art thou yet, to thy owne foule fo blinde, 

That thou wilt war with God by murdering me? 

Ah firs,confidcr,hc that fet youon 
To;do this deede, will hate you for this deede. 

2 W hat (hall we do? 

C U . Relent 3 and faue your foulcs. 

I Relent, tis cowardly and womanifh. 

CU. Not to relcnt/is beaftly,(auage,anddiucli(h. 

My friend,l fpic fome pittic in thy lookes: 

Oh if: thy cie be not a flatterer. 

Come thou ofi my fide, and intreate for 
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1 I thus, and thu$:if this will not feme, He fiats him. «■ 
lie chop thee in the malmefey But in thenext roome. 

2 A bloudjr deede^and dcfperately perlormd, 

How fame like Pilate would 1 wafh my hand. 

Of this moft grecuous guiltie murder done. 

1 Why cloefi thou nochelpe me? 

By heauens the Duke fliail know how ftacke thou art, 

2 I Woufahc knew that I had* faued, his brother. 

Take thou the fee, and tel! him what I Cay, 

For I repent me that Ehe Duke is flaine. ,-r Exit* 

I So do hot I, go coward as thou art: 

Now r mufl 1 hide his fc body infome hole, 

Vntill theDuketake order for his buriall: 

And when I baue my meede I mull away, 

For this will out., and here I mud not ftay, Exeunt 

Ent er IOng >Qgccne y Haftirgs y RyucrSyDorcet^drc* 

Kin. So, now 1 fovuedone a good dayes workc, j 
Youpcercsconnnueihis vnitedlcaguc?, 

1 euerie day expert an Iiinbailagc . 

From my ret!eerner?to redeeme me hence: A . 

And now in peace my foulc fhall p^i.t from heauen, 

Since 1 ha ue fet my friends at peace on earth; 

Riuers and Haftings,taJke each others hand, 

Dillemble not your hatred, fweare your loue, j 

Rit*. By hcauen,my toqart is’ purge! from grudging hate* 
And with my hand l fcak my true hearts loue, 

H afi. -So i hriue I as I ti uejy Fwea re the like, 

Ktn. Take heedeypu dally not before your King, 

Lcaft he that is the fupreme King of Kings, 

Confomid your hidden faljhcodjAnd award >If [ 3c v 

Either ofyou to be the others end, b.i / / 

Hafi f Soprofpcr I,as I fweare perfeft loue. 

Kiu. And Iasi loue Haftings with my heart. ; 

Kin. Madame, your felfe are no t exempt in this, 

Nor your lonne E)qrfet, Buckingham ,nor you, , 

You haue becne fa&ious one at>ainft the other: . r ;j 

Wife, loue Lo: HaftmgsJediim luiTe your hand, j rj nt J 
And what you do^lo it vnfainedly; 

Q^Hcre Haftings,! wiUncuef more remember Our 
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Our former hatred fo thiiue I and mine* 

Dor, Thus cntcrchange of loue, I here proteft, 

V pon my part fhall be vnuiolablc. 

Haft, And fo fweare I my Lord. 

Kin. Now Princely Buckingham feale thou this league, 
With thy embracemcntsto my wiue sallies, 

And make me happic in your vnitie. 

Bnc, When cuer Buckingham doth turne his hate, 

On yod,o r yours, but with all dutious loue 
Doth^herifh youand yours, God punifh me 
With hate, in thefe where I expert moft loue, 

When I haue moft need to iunploy a friend, 

And moft aflured that he is a friend, 
DeepejholloWjtrecherous, and Full of guile 
Be hcvnto me. This do I begge of God, 

When I am cold in fcealc to you or yours. 

Kin. A plcafingcordiall princely Buckingham, 

Is th’S thy vow vnto my fickly heart : 

There wantethnow our brother Gloceftcr here, 

T o make the per fe<ft period of this peace, Enter G beefier, 
Buc. Arid in good rime, here comes the noble Duke 
G\o. Good morrow to my foucraigne King & Qu c e nc 
And princely Pccres,a happie timeofday. * 

Km, Happie indcedc^as we haue fpent the day: 

Brother, we haue done deedes df charitic ; 

Made peace of cnmiiic/aire loue of hate, 

Bctvvecnc thejfc AyeJling wrong infcnccd Pccres- 
u/c. A blciied labour my molt foucraigne Iie»e, 
Amongft this princely heape,ifany here ^ 

By falfe intelligence, or wrong furmife, 

Hold me a foe,if I vn wittingly,or in my rage. 

Haue ought committed that is hardly borne 
Byany in this prefence, I defire 
To reconcile me to this friendly peace, 

I is death to me to be at enmitic. 

. J n f* 2nC ^ ^ c ^ re g°°d mens loue. 

LT at,amc ^ intrcarc true peace of you. 

Which I vvillpirchafe with my dutious fcruice. 

Of 
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Ofyou my noble coofcn Buckingham, 

Ifeuer any grudge were lodg'd betweenevs. 

Of you Lo. Riuers,and Lord Gray ofyou. 

That all without defert haue frownd on me, 

Dukes, Earles,Lord.s,gentlcmen, in deed ofall : 

I do not know that Englifh man aliue, 

With whom my foule is any iotf e at oddes; 

More then the infant that is boi ne to night : 

1 thankc my God for my humilitie. 

Qv 4 A holy day flia! I this be kept hereafter, 

I would to God all ftrifes were well compounded, 

My foucreignc liege I do befeccli your Maiefiie, 

To take our brother Clarence to your Grace. 

Glo. Why Madame, haue I offred loue for this. 

To be thus (corned in this royall prefence ? 

Who knowes not that the noble Duke is dead ? 

Y ou do him iniuric to fcorne his corfe. 

Rift. Who knowes not he is dead? who knowes he is* r 
Q*. A 11 feeing hcauen, what a world is this? ... K i 

B tick, Looke lfo paile Lo.Dovfet as the reft ? ~ 

j Dor, I my good Lo.andnoonein this prcfencc. 

But his red colour hath forfooke his cheekes. 

Kw # Is Clarence dead, the order was rcuerft* 

G/o . But he (poore foule by your firft ord*.* 

And that a winged Mercurie di Jbcare, 

Some tardic cripple bore the countcrmaund. 

That came too lag to fee him buried : 

God grant that feme lcfle nobie-and lefTc loyall, 
fearer in bloudic thoughts ,but not in blond 
Defcruc not vvorfc then wretched Clarence 
And yet go currant from fufpition. Enter Darbie . 

Dar. A boonc(my foueraine)for my feruicedonc. 

Kw. I pray thee pe ice,my foule is full of forrow. 

Dar . I will not rife vnlelleyour highnefle graunt. 

Kin . Then fpeakeat once,what is it thou demaundft, 
D*r. The forfait (oueraigne of tnv feruants life. 

Who flue to day a i yotous gentleman, 

Latclic attendant on the Duke of Norffolkc# 

Kin. Haue 
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Kin. Haue la tongue to doome my brothers death. 

And (hall the fame giue pardon to a flaue ? 

My brother flue no man, his fault was thought, 

And yet His punifhmcnt was crucll death. 

Who fued to me for him * w ho in my rage, 

Kneeld at iny feete,and bade me be aduifde ? 

Who fpake of brotherhood? who of loue * 

Who told me how the poore foule did forfeke 
The mightie Warwicke,and did fight for me* 

Who tolde me in the field by T euxburie, 

When Oxford had me downe,he refeued me. 

And faid,deare brother, liue and be a King? 

Who told me when we both lay ic the field. 

Frozen almofl: to death,how he did lappe me, 

Euen in his owne garments, and gauehimfelfc ' n 

All thin and and naked to the nurabcold night ? 

All this from my remembrance brutifti wrath 
Sinfully pluckt,an.d not a man of you 
Had fo much grace to put irin my minde. 

But when your carter$,or your waighting vaflailcs 
Haue done a drunken daughter^ nd defaftc. 

T he precious image of our dc\1re Redeemer, 

You ftraight arc on your knees for pardon, pardon, 

And Tvmtiftly too,muft graunt it you: 

But for m; bro* hcr,nbt a man would fpeake, 

Nor I(vngracious)fpeike vnto my felfe, 

For him, poore foule rThcproudeft ofyou all 
Haue beene beholding to him in his life. 

Yet none ofyou Would once plead for his life- ^ 

Oh God, I feare thy iufticc will take holde 
On me,and you, and mine, and Voursjfor this. ! '{Exit. 

Come HaftingSjhclpe me to my clofet, oh poore Clarence, 

Glo. This is, the fruit of rafhneffe • markt you not 
How that the guiltie kinred of the Queene, 

Lookt pale when they did heArb of Clarence death • 

Oh they ditfVrge it ftill vnto the King, 

God will reuengeif. But come lefsin 
To comfort Edward with 
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E *ittr Dmcbes of Yorke, with Clarence children * 

Boy, Tell me good Granam^s our father dead i 
Dut* No boy. (breath 

Bor, Why doo you wring your bands, and beatyour 
And crie,Oh Clarence my vnhappiefonac ? 

Gerl. Why do you lookc on vs, and (hake your head. 
And call vs wretches, Orphanes,caftuwaycs, 

If that our noble father be aliuc ? 

Dut. My pretric Cofens ,you miftake me much, 

I do lament the fickencfTc of the King : 

As loath to loofe him, not your fathers death : 

It were loll labour,to weepe for one thatVloft. 

Be y. Then Granamyou conclude that he is dead, 

The King my Vncle is too blame for this: 

God will rcu :ngc it, whom I will importune 
With daylre praiers,all to that effeft* 

Dut. Peace children, pcace,fhe Kingdoth loue you well , 
Incapable and iliallovy innocents. 

You cannot gueffe who caufde your fathers death. 

Boy, Granain we can : For my good V nde Gloceftcf 
T old me, the King prouoked by the Quccnc, 

Deuis’d impeachments to imprifon Kim : 

And w hen hee toldc .me fo, hee wept. 

And hugd me in his arme,and kindly kift my cheeke. 

And bad me relic on him as on my father, 

A nd he would loue me dearely as his childe. 

Dm , Oh that deceite fhould ftca’c fuch gentle fhapes, 
And with a venuous vifard hide foule guile 1 
He is my fonne;yea,and therein ray ihame : 

Y ct from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 

Boy . Thinkc you my Vncle did diflemble,Granam ? 

Dm, I boy. 

Boy. I cannot thinkc it ,harke what noife is this* 

Qu* Oh who /hall hinder me to waile apd wcepe? Qmm* 
To chide my fortune,and torment my felfe? 

He ioine with blacke defpaire againft my foule. 

And to my felfe become an enemic. 

Dm, What meancs this.fceane of rude impatience* 

Q* ♦ To make an aft ot tragickc violcnc e. Ed* 
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Edward,myLord,yourfonncour King is dead# 

Why grow the branches,now the roote is witherd? 

Why wither not the lcauc$,thc fap being gone? 

If you will liuc, lament :if die, be briefe : 

That our fwife winged foules,may catch the Kings, 

Or like obedient fubiefts, follow him 
Tohisnew kingdome ofperpctuall reft. 

Dm, Ah fo much intereft haue I in thy forrow, 

As I had title in thy nobl c hufband : 

I haue bewept a worthy husbands death. 

And liu’d by looking on his images. 

But now two mirrors of his Princely femblancc , 

Arc crackt in pccccs by malignant death : 

And I for comfort haue but one falfc glafle, 

Which greeues me when I fee my fhame in him* 

T hou art a wido we,yet thou art a mother, 

And haft die comfort of thy children left thee : 

But death hath (hatch t my children from mine armc$ 8 
And pluckt two crutches from my feeble limmes, 

Fdward and Clarence, Oh what caufc haue I 
Then .being but moity of my griefc, 

To ouergo thy plants and drownc thy cries? 

Boy. Good Aunt, you wept notfor our fathers death, 

Ho vv can we aid you with our kindreds fearesf 
G cy\. Our fatherlcfte diftreftc was left vnmoand. 

Your widowes dolours likewife be vnwept. 

Q#. Giue me no hclpe in lamentation, 

I am not barren to bring forth laments* 

Allfpiings reduce their currents to mine eies, 

That 1 being gouernd by the watry moane. 

May -fend fooith plenteous teares to drowne the world t 
Oh for my husband, for my eyreLo. Edward. 

A mbo. Oh for our father, for our dcarc Lo: Clarence. 
Dm, Alas for both,both mine Edward and Clarence* 
Qu. W hat ft ay had 1 but Ed ward, and he is gone? 

Aw. What ftay had we but Clarence, and he is gone* 
Dm, What (Lies had I but they, and they are gone? 

Q«* Was ncttcnvidowjhadfo dearc *iloflc« 
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Buek. My Lord, who euer iourneyes to the Prince* 

For Gods lakelet not vstwobebehinde: 

For by the way He fort occafion. 

As index to the flori e we lately talkt of. 

To part the Queencsproudc kindred from the King* 

Glo< My other felfc,my counsels confiftoric, 

My Oracle,my Prophet,my dearc Cofcn; 

1 like a child will go by thy direction: 

Towards Ludlow then, for vvc will not flay behindc* 

Enter two Citizens . . , ft 

1 Cit. Neighbour well tnef,vyhithpr. syvay.fo faft l 

2 Cit. I promife vou,I fcarcely know my fdfe* 

1 Heare you the newc$ abroad* 

2 I, that the King. is dead. 

X Bad newcs birlady^fcldome c,omes the better, 

I feare, I feare, twill proue a troublcfome world* E nter wo- 
5 Cit * Good morrow neighbours* ■ rfer fif. 

Doth this newes hold of good KingEdwards death? 

1 It doth# 3 Then matters look to fee a troublous world 

1 No,no,by Gods grace his fonne fhall raigne* 

5 Wo to that lapd thats gouerndby a childf:*. . 

2 In him there is a hope of goucrnmpnt,. 

That in his nonage 5 counfellvnder him, * f , 

And in his full and ripened y cares himfelfc. 

No doubt fhall thcn,and till then gouei ne well. 

1 So flood the date when Harry the fixe 
Was crownd at Paris, but at xi*moneths olde. 

3 Stoodtheflatefo?nogood my friend not fa. 

For then this land was famoufly enricht 

With pollitike graue counfelhthcn the King 
Had v ci tuous V nckl es to protect his grace, 

2 So hath this,bothby the father and mother 

3 Better it were they all came by the father. 

Or by the father there were none at all: 

For emulation now, who fhall be neared: 

Which touch vs all too nearest God preuent not*. 

Oh follofdangeristheDukcofGlocefler, 

And the Quecnes kindred hautie and proude, 

E J And 
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Kmbo. Was euer Orphancts had a dearer Ioffe 

D^. Was euer mother had a dearer Ioffe? 

Alas, I am the mother of thefc mones, 

Their woes are parceld,mine are general!: 

She for Edward weepes>and fo do I: 

I for a Clarence wcepc,fo doth not fhe: 

Thcfe babes for Clarence vveepc,and fb do I; 

I for an Edward wcepe.and fo do they* 

Alas, you three on me threefold diftreft, 

Proue all your teares,Iam your forrowesnurfe* 

And I will pamper it with lamentations* Enter Glocefi 
G/* Madame haue comfort, all of vrfiaue caufc* mib others* 
To waile the dimming of our fhining ftarre: 

But none can cure their harmes by wailing them* 

Madame my mother, I do crie you mercie, 

I did not fee your Grace, humbly on my knee 
I craue your blefling. 

Dn. God blefle thec,and put meekenes in thy mind* 
Loue,charitic,ohcdiencc,and true dutie* 

Glo. Amen, and make me die a good oldc man. 

Thats the butt end of my mothers blefling: 
limarucll v?hy herGrace did leaue it out? 

Bhc\. You cloudy princes, and hart forrowing peeres. 
That beare this mutual 1 heauie load of moanc, 

Now cheare each other,in each others louc: 

Though wee haue fpent our haruefl for this King, 

We are to reape the Haruefl of his fonne: 

The broken rancour ofyour high fwolric hearts, 

But lately fplinted, knit, and ioynde together, 

Mufl greatly be prefetu’d,cherifhr,and kept*. 

Ale feemeth good that with fome little traine. 

Forthwith from Ludlow the yong Prince be fetcht 
Hither to London, to be crownd our King. 

Glc . Then be it fo, and go we to determine, 

Who they fhall be that ftraight shall poll to Ludlow* 
Madame,andyou my mother, will you go. 

To g iue your cenfures in this fraightie bulr'neflc. 

A*U With all our hearts.. Exeunt. man j 3 lo. Burt 







And were they toberulde,and not to rule, 

This fickly land might folace as before. 

2 Ccmc, come,w.e fcare the woorft,all (halbe vvel. 

5 Whcp cloud cs appeare,wife men put on their cloakes: 
When great leaucsfal^the winter is at hand: 

When the funne fttsjwho doth not looke for nights 
V nrimely ftormcs,makc men expeft a dearth : 

A 11 may be well : but if God for t ic fo, 

Tts more then we deferue or I expcfV. 

1 T ruejie the foul es of men are full ofbrcad : 

Y ee cannot almoft reafon with a man 

That Jookcsnot heaui!y : ,ahd full offeare. 

3 Before the tirfics of change, ftill is it fo: 

By a diuine inftinft mens mindcs miftruit 
Enfuing dangers,as by proefe we fee. 

The waters fwell before a boiftrous ftoimc: 

But leauc it all to God : whither away* 

2 Wc arc Cent for to the Iuft ice. 

3 And fo was 1 ,1 le bcarc you company. Exeunt, 

Enter Cardtnal/fDutches of T ofkgjQuee. young 

Car, Laft night I heare they lay at Northharon 
At ftoniftratford will they be to night, 

T o morrow or next day, they will be here. 

D ut. I long with all my heart to fee the Prince, 

I hope he is much growen fincc laft I faw him. 

Qu. But I heare no, they fay my forme of Yoi kc 
Hath almoftoucrtane him in his growth. 

T or. I mother, but I would not haue it fo. 

D at. Why my yong Cozen it is good to growe* 

Tor . Grandam,one night as we did fit at (upper. 

My vncklc Riuerstalkt how I did grow 

More then my brother. I quoth my V nckle Glocefter, 

Small herbes haue grace, great weedes grow apace, 

And fincc me thinkcsl would nor grow fofcft: 

Becaufc (weete flowers are do we, and weedes makchafte* 

D fit. Good faith, good faith,the faying did not hold. 

In him that did obieft the fame to thee: 

He was the wretchedft thing w hen he was young, ^ 
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So long agrowng,andfoIeifurely, 

That if thjs were a true rule, he ihoule be gracious#. 

Car. Why Madamc/o no doubt he is, 

Bur. I hope fo too,but yet let mothers doubt. 

Ter . Now by my troth il l had bcene remembred, 

I could haue giuen my V ncklcs gtace a flout, mine. 

That fliould haue neercr toucht his growth then he did 1 
Bur. How my pretic Yoike?I pray thee let me heare it. 
Tor. Maine they fay that my Vncklc grew fo faft, 

That he could gnaw a cruft at two houres old: 

Twas full tvvoyeares ere I could get a tooth. 

Granam this would haue beene a pretic ieft. 

But. I.pray thee pretic Yorkc who told tHcc fo i 

Ter . Granam liis nurfA 

But. Why (he was dead ere thou wert borne*— 

Ter. Iftwere not fhe,I cannot tell who told me. 

Q** A perilous boy &o tO,you are too fhrewd, * 

Car. Good Madame be not angrie with the child. 

Qu. Pitchers haue earcs. 

Car. Here comes your fonne,Lo:Marqucs Dorfct* 

What newes Lo : Marques* Enter Dorfct « 

Dor. Such newes my Lord, .Ysgrceuesine ro vnfoldc. 
Q*. How fares the Prince* 

Dor. Well Madame, and in health* 

Tint. What is the newes then* 

Dor. Lodliuers and Lo:Gray,are fent to Pom fret. 

With them, Sir Thomas Vaughan, prifoners, 

Dut. Who hath coiiimitted them? J 

Dor. T he mightie Dukes,Gloceftcr and Buckingham. 

Car. For what offence/ ' 11 - ’• ' • 

Dor. The fumme of all I can,! haue difclofeck 
Why , or .what thefe nobles were committed, 

Is all vnknowne to me my gracious Lady* 

Qu. Ay mee,I fee the downcfall of our houfc* 

The tyger now hath ccazd the -gentle hinder 
Infulting tyranny begins to ict, 

Vpon the innocent and lawlefTethroanc: 

Welcome defhuftion ; dcaihand MafEiere# 

Ifec 
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I fee as in amappe the end of all. 

Dut. Accurfcd and vnquiet wrangling daics, 

How many of you haue mine eies beheld? 

My husband loft his life to gee the crowne, 

And often vp and dpwne my fonnes were toft, 

Forme to ioy and weepe their gainc and lofle, 

And being feated, and domelhke broiles 
Cleane ouerblowne, themfelues the comqueroun. 

Make warre vpon themfelues, blood againft blood, 

Sclfe againft felfc, O prepofterous 

And frantike outragc,ende thy damned fpleeric, 

Or let me die to looke on death no more, 

Qu. Come, come, my bov,\yc will to fan&uaric. 

Due. He go along with you. 

Q«. You haue no caufc. 

Car, My gracious Ladicgb, 

And thither bcare your treafure and your goods, 

For my part, He refigne vnto your Grace, 

The feale I kccpe,and fo betide to me. 

As well I tender you and all of yours : 

Comc,llecondu&youtothcfan<ftuarieo Exeunt, 

ibe Trumpets found. Enter yo«g Princejhe Dukes ofGlo- 
ceftcr/wd Buckjngba m y Cardt nally&c . (her. 

Buc, Welcome fvvcctc Prince to London to your chain* 
Glo. Welcome dcare Cofen my thoughts foueraigne, 
The vvearie way hath made you melancholic. 

/ > n». No vncle, but our crofTcs ph the way, 

Hauc made it tedious, yvcanfgme^and hcauie* 

I want more Vnclcs here to welcome me* 

Glo. S weete Prince, the vntamted vertue of your yccrcs, 
Hath not yet diued into the worlds deceit : 

Normorecanyoudiftinguifliofa^an* 

Then of his outward fhc.v, which God hcknowes, 
Seldome or ncucr iumpeth with the hea; t: 

Thofe Vnclcs which you want,wcrc dangerous. 

You' Grace attended to their fugr^d words^ 



of Richard the third. 

pri God keepe me from falfe friends,but they were none. 
Glo. My Lord,thc Maior ofLondon comes togreete y ou, 
Enter Lord Maior. 

Lo.M.GoA blcfte your grace, with health and happy daics- 
Prin . I thanke you good my L. and thanke you all: 

I thought my mother, and my brother Yorke 
Would long ere this hauc met vs on the way: 
Fie,whataflugisHaftmgs,that he comes not 
To tel! vs whether they will come or no. (Enter L. Haft. 

* *3ucks And in good time, here comes the fwcating Lord 
Tri. Welcome my Lord: what will our mother come? 
Haft. On whatoccafion,Godheknowes,notI: 

The Qucenc your mother, and your brother Yorke 

Haue taken fanftuarie: The tender Prince 

Would fame haue come with me, to meete your Grace, 

But by his mother was perforce withheld. 

Buc. Fie,what an indirect and peeuifh courfe 
Is this of hers? Lo. Cardinall.wili your grace 
Perfwadc the Quecne to fend the Duke of Yorke 
Vnto his princely brother prcfently? 

If flie denie,Lo. Haftings go with him, 

And from her iealous armespluckc him perforce. 

Car. My Lo: of Buckingham, if my weake oratory 
Can from his mother winne the Duke of Yorke, 

Anon expecl him here : but iffh: be obdurate 
To milde entreaties, God in heauen forbid 
We fhould infringe the holy priuiledge 
Of blelled fan<ftuarie,not for ail this land, 

Would I beguiitie of fo deepeafinne. 

Buc. You are too fenceleilc obftinatc my Lo. 

Too ceremonious and traditionall: 

Weigh it but with the grofleneftc of this age 
You breake not fan&uarie in feazinghim: 

The benefit thereofis alwaies granted 
To thofe whofe dealings haue deferued the place. 

And thofe who haue the wit to claime the place. 

This Prince hath neither claimed it, nor delerued it. 

And therefore in mine opinion, cannot haue it. 

F Then 
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Then taking him from thence that is not there, 

You breakeTlopriuilcdge nor charter there: 

Oft hauc 1 heard of fanclu'ar ic men , 

But fanttuatie child: en neuer til! now. 

Car . My Lo: youlliall oucrrule my mindc for once : 
Come on L: H aft ingS, will you go with me? 

Haft. I go my Lord. 

Prin. Good Lords make all the fpeedy haft you may J 
Say V nckle GIofter,if our brother come, 

Where (halt wc foLurne till our C6ronation? 

Glo. Wftcre it feemes Rft vnto your royall felfe: 

If I may councell you/ome day or two, 

Your highneft'e ftiall repofe you at the tower: 

Then where you pleafe,and fhalbe though; nioft ft, 
For your beft health and recreation. 

Prin . I do not like the tower of any place : 

Did Iulius Csefar build that place my Lordf • 

Bhc. He dtd,my gratious L: begin that place, 

Which fince fucceeciing ages haue rcedified. 

Prin. Is it vpon rccord>or elfe reported 
Succefliuely from age to age he built it? 

Bhc . Vpon record my gratious Lo: 
i frits. But fay my Lo: it were not regiftred, 

Me thinkes the truth fliould iiuc from age to age, 

As twere retailde to all pofteritv, 

Eucn to the gencrall ending day. 

Glo. So wife,fo young, they fay,do neuer liuc long* . 
Prin , What fay you Vnckie* 

Glo . I fay without charafters fame Hues long: 

Thus like the formall vice iniquitic , 

I morallize two meanings in one word. 

Pri, That Iulius Gefar was a famous man, 

With what his valour did enrich his wit, 

His wit fet downe to make his valure liuc: 

Death makes no conqueft of his conquerour. 

For now he liuesinfamc,though notin life: 
lie tell you w hat my Coufcn Buckingham® 

Shc* What my gratious Lord? 
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Prin, And if I Jiue vncill I be a man, 
lie win our auncient right in France againe, 
OrdieafoiildicrasIliudeaKing. > . 

<7/*.Short fummers lightly haiie a forward fpring. 

Enter young T ofktj Haflmgs rdwall, 

Bhc. Now in good time here comes the Duke of Yorke. 
Pri. Rich, of Yorke,how fares our louing brother? 

Toy. Well my dread Lo: fo muft I call you now. 

TV/, I brother to our griefe as iris yours: 

Too late he died that might hauc kept that title, 

Which by his death hath loft much maiefly* 

Glo. How fares our Coufen noble L* of Yorke? 

Tor. I thanke you gentle Vnckie* OmyLo: 

You Laid that Idle weeds are faft in growth: 

The Prince my brother hath outgrown me farre. 

Glo . He hath my Lo: , 

Tor. And therefore is he idle? 

Glo. Oh my faire Coufcn.,1 muft not fay fo. 

Tor , Then he is more beholding to you then I. 

Glo. He may command me as my foueraigne, 

But you haue pow er in me as in a kinfman. 

T or. I pray you Vnckie giue me this dagger. 

Glo. My dagger litle Coufen, withal] my heart. 

Pri. A begger brothel 

Tor. Of my kinde Vnckie that I know will giue, 

And being but a to) , which is no greefe to giue. 

Glo. A greater gift then tftat,Ife giue my Cofcn* 

T or, A greater gift,0 thats the fword to it* 

Glo. I gentle Cofen ,wej*jeit*Hght enough. • t , 
Tor.Q t ha I fee you wit pact but with light gifts, : 

In weightier tilings y.oulc fay a begger nay. • { jb .• . vi 
ft. 55 (too WMghtife&rjyour grace to w earev ! I 

Tor. I weigh it lightly were it heauicr. 

Gl°. What would youLaue my weapon litle Lord i 
Tor, I would that I might thankcyouasyoii call me* 
Glo. How ?JV. Litle. y . 

Pri My Lo:ofYorkevvilI ftillbfcctolleinj&lke,: . 

Vnckie your grace knowes hotw.fftbtarc wi th^ngr./; 





Tor. You meanc to beare me, not to beare with me: 
V nckle,my brother mockes Loth you and me, 

Bccaufc that 1 am litle like an ape, 

He thinkes that you fhould beare me on yout /houldcrs. 

B*c. With what a fharpe prouided wit he reafons 
T o mitfigate the fcorne he giucs his Vnck’ej 
Heprv tely and aptly taunts himfeife. 

So cunning and fo young is Wonderful. 

Glo. My Lo: wilt p’eafeyou paffe along* 

M > felfe and my good Coufcn Buckingham, ' 

W ill to your mother to entreateof her, 

T o me. te you at the Tower, and we Ice me you. 

Tor. What will you go vntorhc tower my Lo? 

Pnn, My Lo:protc&or will haueitfo. 

Tor . I (hall not fleepe in quiet at the tower. 

Glo. Why, w hat fhould you fearef 

Tor . Mary my V nckle Clarence angry ghoft: 

My Gran im tolde me he was nuirdred there. 

Pnn . Ifcareno Vnckles dcad. 

Glo . Nor none that hue, I hope* 

c Prtn. And if they liue,I hope I need not fearc. 

But come my L: with a heauic heart 
T hinking on them, go I vnro the tower. 

Exeunt Pnn . T or. Haft. D orftntanet^ Rich. Buc , 
Bhc % Thinke you my Lo: this litle prating Yorke ? 
Was not incenfed by his fubtile mother, 

To taunt and fcorne youthusopprobrioudy ? 

G lo . No doubt,no doubt, Oh tis apcrillous boy* 
Bold,quicke J ingenious,forward,capable, 

He is all the mothers,frbm the top to toe* 

Bnc. Well let them reft : Come hither Catesby, 
Thou art fworne as deepcly to effett what we intend* 
As clofely tip conccalc what we impart, 

Thouknoweft ourrca&ns vtgdcvpQnthe ways 
What thinkeft thou* is it not arieafic matter 
To make William Lo: Haftings ofour minde, 



For theifnftalement of this noble Duke* 
In dicfwtcroyaU of this famous ilcJ 



Cattf- 
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Cateft He for his fathers fake fo loues the Prince, 

That he will not be wonne to ought againft him* 

Buck, What thinkeft thou then of Stanley , what will he? 
Cat. He will do all in all as Haftings doth* 

Buck; Well then no more but this: 

Go gentle Catesby, and as it were a farre off, 

Sound thou Lo: Haftings, how he ftands afte&ed 
Vnto our purpofc,ifhe be willing. 

Encourage him, and lliew him all our reafons: 

If he be leaden, icie, cold vnvvilling, 

Be thou fo too : andfo breake off your talks* 

And giue, vs notice of his inclination: 

For we, to morrow hold deuided counfcls, 

Wherein thy felfe /halt highly be emploied. 

Glo. Commend me to Lo: William, tell him Catcsbyv 
His auncient knot of dangerous aduerfai ies 
To morrow are let bloud at Pomfret Caftle,.. 

And bid my friend for ioy of this good ne wes, 

Giue Miftreffe Shore;,one gentle kiffc the more. 

Buc. Good Catesby effeft this buhneffe found!#. 

Cat . My.good Lo: both,withall the heed I may*. 

Glo. Shall we heare from you Catesby ere we fleepe *?: 
Cat. You /hall my Lord. 

Glo. At Crobsby place there fhall you findc vs both , 
Buc. Now my Lo: what ft&ll we do,ifvvc percciue 
William Lo: Haftings wilt not yecld to our complots? 

Glo . Chop off his head man,fomcwha t we will do* 

And lookc when I am KingjClaime thou of me 

The EarIcdomcofHereford,andthemoueables*. 
Whcreofthe King my brother ftood poffeft. 

"Buc. He claimc that promife at your graces hands. 

Glo. And lookc to haue it yeclded with willingneue 2 
Come let vs fuppe betimes, that afterwards 
Wc may digeft our complots in fomc forme. Exeunt* 
Enter a mejfengtr toLo: Haftings* 

Mcff. What ho my Lord* 

Haft, Who knocks at the dorci 
Meft AmcffengcrfrointheLo:Stanlcy. Enter LxHaiL 
F 3 
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Haft. Whatsaclocke? 

tMf Vpon the ftroke of foure. 

Haft . Cannot thy maifter (leepe the tedious nights? 

Mejf. So it fhould feemc by that I haue to fay : 

Firft he commends him to your nob’e Lordfhip. 

Haft. And tlien. AUf. And then he fends you word. 
He dreamt to night the bcare had rafte his helmc: 
Befidesjhe faies there arc two councels held. 

And that maybe determined at the one, 

Which may make you and him to re we at the other, 

T hcreforc he fends to know your Lordlhip • plea fare: 

I fprefcntlv you will take horfe with him, 

And with all fpcede poll into the North, 

To fhun the danger that his foule diuines. 

Haft. Go fellow go,returne vnto thy Lord, 

Bid him not feare the feparated councels: - 
His honour and my felfe arc at the one, 
mv feruant Cares by: 



And at the other,!. 

Where nothing can proceed that toucheth vs, 

Whereof I foil not liaue intelligence. 

T cl him his feares arc foil ^ w, wanting i A flancie. 

And for his dreamesj wonder he is fo fond. 

To truft the mockery ofvnquiet (lumbers, 

To flic the boare, before the bcarepuifues vs. 

Were to incenfe the boare to follow vs, 

A nd make pur Tune where he did meane no chafe: 

Go bid thy maifter rife and come to me, 

And we will both togither to the tower, 

Where he follfce*hc boai'e villi vfe vs kindly. 

M ?f. My gratious.Lo: He tell him what you fay. Enter 
Cat # Many good morro vves to my noble Lo : . {fat eskj^ 
Haft. Good morrow Catesby,you are early Birring, 
What new cs what ne Wes, in this our tottering ftate? 

Car . It is a reeling world indeed my Lo e 
And Ibeleeue it will neuer (land vpright, 

Till Richard weare the garland oftheRcalme. 

Haft. How? weare the garland? doeft thou mesne the 
Cat. liny good Lord. (crownct 
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Haft. lie haue this cro wne of mine, cut from my (boulders 
Ere I will ice the crowne fo foule mifplaftc: r 
But canft thou guciTe that he doth aime at it. 

Cat. Vpon my life my Lorand hopes to find you forward 
Vpon his party for the gaine thereof. 

And thereupon he fends you this good ne wes. 

That this fame very day, your: enemies, 

The kindred of the Queene mud die at Pomfrct* 

Haft. I r.decd I am no mourner for that newes, 

Becaufe they haue bene (till mine enemies : 

But that Ilegiue my voice on Richards fide, 

To barre my masters heires in true difcenr, 

God knowes I will not do it to the death* 
far. God keepe your Lordfhip in that gratious mirvefe. 
Haft. But I foil laugh at this a tweluemonth hence, 
That they who brought me in my M aiders hate, 

1 Iiue to looke vpon their tragedie r 
Itellthee Gatesby. Cat , What my Lord? 

Haft. Ere a fortnight make me elder, 
lie fend fomc packing, that yet thinke not on it. 

Cat . Tis a vile thing to die my gratious Lord, 

When men are vnprepard,and looke not for it. 

Haft. O Monftrous, monflrous,and fo falls it out 
With Riucrs, Vaughan ,Gray, and fo twill doo 
With fomc men elfc,who thinke thcmfclues as fafc 
As thou, and I, who as thouknoweft aredeare 
To Princely Richard, and to Buckingham. 

Cat * The Princes both make high account of you, 

For they account his head vpon the bridge. 

Haft. I know they do^nd I haue well deferued it. 

Enter Lor d Stanley . 

What my L: where is your boare-fpeare man? 

Feare you the boare and go fo vnprouided? 

Stan. My Lo: good morrow: good morrow Catesby l 
You may ieft on: but by the holy roodc. 

I do not like thefe feuerall councels I. 

Haft. My Lorlholderaylifeas de^rcasyqudoyours* 

And neuer in my life I do proteftj 
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Buc. I do, but long I /hall not day , 

I (hall rpturnc before your Lordfhip thence. 

Haft.Tis like enough, for I flay dinner there. 

Buc. And (upper too, although thou knoweft it not: 
Come (liall wego along? Exeunt, 

Enter Str Richard Ratltffe^rvith the Lord Riucrs> 
Grayed ZJaughan ^pr i finer s. 

Rati. Come bring forth the prifoners. 

Riu. Sir Richard Ratliffe let me tell thee this: 

To day (halt thou behold a fubiett die, 

For truth,for duty, and for loyaltic. 

Gray. God keepe the Prince from all the packe of you: 

A knot you are of damned bloudfuckers. 

RietjO Pomfret, Pom fretjOh thou bloudie prifon, 

Fatall and dominious to noble pecrcs. 

Within the guilty elofure of thy walls 
Richard thefecond here was hackt to death: 

And for more (launder to thy difmall fculc, 
Wegiuethccvpourguiltleflc blonds to dnnke. 

Gray. No w Margarets curfe is falnc vpon our heads : 

For landing by,vvhen ; Richard ftabd her tonne: 

/i!^.Theti curd file Haftings^hen curd (lie Buckingham: 
Then curd fhc Richard. Oh remember God, 

To hearc her praiers for them as now for vs, 

And for my fill: er, and her princely fonne: 

Be fatiffied deare God with our truejblouds , 

Which as thou knoweft vniuftiy mud be fpilc. 

Rat. Come , come,. difpatch, the iimit ofyour lines is out. 

Rta. Cotnc Gray , come V aughan^let vs all imbrace 
And take our leaue vntill we meets in hcauen. Exeunt. 

Enter the Lords to CouncclL 

HaQ. My Lords, at once the caufe why wc arc mcr. 

Is to determine of the coronation: 

In Gods name fay, when is this roy all day? 

Buc. Are alhhings fitting for that royall time? 

*Dar. Itis,and wants but nomination. 

Riu. To morrow then,! guclTe^ happie time. 

Buc. Who kno.wcs the Lovd proteftors mind herein? 

G Who 
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Was it more pretious to me then it is now: 

Thinke you, but that 1 know our date fccu-c, 

I would be fo triumphant as I am i 

Stan.Thc Lords at Pomfret when they rode from London 

Were iocund,and fuppofde their dates was fine, 

And they indeed had no caufe to miftruft ; 

But yet you fee how foonc the day ouercaft. 

This fodaine fcabof rancour I mifdoubt, 

Pray God, I fay,I proue a needleffe coward : 

But come my Lo: fhall we to the tower? 

Haft. I go : but ftay,he.arc you not the newes, 

This day thofc men you talkt of, are beheaded. 

*SV</.The.y for their truth might better w r care their heads, 
Then fome that haueaccufdc them weare their hat,: 

But co me my Lo; let vs away . Enter Ha ft. a Purftuant. 

Haft. Go you before, He follow prefently, 

Haft . Well met Haftings : how goes the world with thee? 
Pur. Thebetter that itpleafeyourLorroa^ke. 

Haft. I tell thee fellow tis better with me now, 

Then when I met thee lad where now we meetc: 

Then was I going prifoner to the Tower, 

By the (uggeftion of the Qucenes allies: 

But now I tell thee (keepe it to thy felfe) 

This day thofe enemies arc put to death, 

And I in better date then euer I was. 

Pur. God hold it to your honors good content. 

Haft .Gramci ey Haftings,hold fpend thouthat://^*^ 
Pur. God faue your Lordfhip. (&*** hispurfc. 

Haft. What fir lohn you are well met, '{Enter a Prujf ♦ 
I am beholding to you for your lad daicsexercife: 
Comethe next fabaoth,and I will content you. He rrh/f- 
Enter Buckingham. {in hts fare. 

Buc . How now LosChambeiiaine, what talking with a 

Your friends at Pomfret they do need theprieft (p rlc * 
Your honour hath no fhriuing worke in hand . 

Haft . Good faith and when 1 met this holy man, 

Thofe men you talke of came into my mindc; 

WhaNgo you to the tower my Lord? , 




Bi. Why you my La: roc thinkcs you fhould fconcfl know 
Buc. Who I my Lo ? wc know each others faces : (his mind 
But for our hai ts,he knowes no more of mine, 

T hen I of yours: nor I no more of his, then you of mine: 
Lo:'Hafting$,you and he are ncere in loue. 

Haft. I thankc his Grace, 1 know he loues me well: 

But for his purpofc in the coronation : 

I haue not founded him, nor he deliuerd 
His Graces pleafure anyway therein: 

But you my noble Loc may name the time* 

And in the Dukes bchalfe,Ilegiuemy voices 
Which I prefume he will take in gentle part. 

Bifh. Now in good time here comes the Duke himfelfc. 
Glo. My noble L. and Cofens aJhgood morrow, (Ej?*G!o* 
I haue bene long afleeper,but now I hope 
My abfcncc doth neglcd no great defignes. 

Which by my prefence might haue bene concluded. 

Bug. Had not you come vpon your kew my Lo: 
William L. Haftings had now proncunft your part: 

I meane your voice for crowning of the King. 

Glo* Then my L. Haftings no man might be bolder, 

His Lordlhip knowes me well, and loues me well. 

Haft. I thanke your Grace. 

Glo. MyL.ofElie, Bi(b. MyLo: 

Glo . WhenlwaslaftinHolborne, 

I faw good ftrawberries in your garden there, 

I do bcfeech you fend for fome of them, 

Btfib. I go my Lord. 

Glo. Cofcn Buckingham^ word with you? 

Catesby hath founded Haftings in our bufmcllc, 

And findes the tefty Gentleman fo hot. 

As he will loofc his head care giue content, 

His Maifters fonneas worfhipfullhc termes it, 

Shall loofc the royalty of Englands throane. 

Buc. Withdraw you hence my L. lie follow you. Ex.GL 

Bar ♦ We haue not yet fet downe this day of triumph, 
To morrow in mine opinion is too fooncs 
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Fori my fclfeam not fo wellprouidcd, Enter 

As clfe I would be, were the day prolonged. ofElj. 

By. Where is my L.prote£Ior,I haue fent for thefc ftrawbc* 
Ha* His Grace lookes cheerfully and fmooth to day, (ries* 
There* fome conceit or other likes him well. 

When be doth bid gQod morrow with filch a fpirit 
I thinke there is ncuer a man in chriftendome, 

That can lefTer hide his loueor hate then he : 

For by his face ftraight fhall you know his heart. 

Dar. What of his heart perceiue you in his face. 

By any likelihood he fhewed to day? 

Haft. Mary, that with no man here he is offended. 

For if he wcre,hc would haue fliewenit in his face. 

Bar. I pray God he be not, I fay. Enter Glo* 

Glo. I pray you al!,what do they deferue, 

That do confpire my death with diuellifh plots. 

Of damned witchcraft,and that haue preuaild, 

Vpon my bodie with their hellifh ebarmes ? 

Haft. The tender loue I bearc your grace my Lo : 

Makes me mod forward in this noble prefence, 

To doome the offenders whatfoeuer they be: 

I fay my Lord they haue defer ued death. 

Glo. Then be your eics the witnefie of this ill. 

See how I am be witcht, behold mine armc 
Is like a blafted fapling withered yp. 

This is that Edwards wife ,that monftrous witch. 
Conferred with that harlotftrumpct Shore, 

That by their witchcrafts thus haue marked me. 

Haft. If they haue done this thing my gratious Lo 2 
Glo* Ifthou protcdlor of this damned ftrumpet, 

Teift thou me of iffes? thou art a traitor. 

Off* with his head.Now by Saint Paule* 

I will not dine to day I fwcare, 

Vncill I fee the fame, fome fce it done: 

The reft thatloue me, come and follow me. Exeunt t w4m 
Ha. Wo wo for England,not a whit for me: Cat .with Ha* 
For I too fond might hauepreuented this: . . ->rl' F . . 
Stanley did dreamc the boar e did race hi$ helms* 
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But I difdaind it, and did fcornc ! fo flic. 

Three times to day , my footecloth horfc did ftumble, 

And ftaitled when he lookt vpon the tower, 

As loth to beareme to the flaughtcrhoufc* 

Oh,now I want the Pi ieft that fpake to me, 

I now repent I told the Purfiuant, 

As tvvere triumphing at mine enemies: 

How they at Pomfret bloudily were butcherd, 

And I my felfe fecurc in grace and fauour: 

Oh Margaret, Margaret : now thy heauie curfc, 

Is lighted on poore Haftings wretched head. 

Cat. Difpatch my Lo: the Duke would be at dinner: 
Make a fliort fhrift,he longs to fee your head. 

Haft. O momentary ftatc of worldly men. 

Which we more hunt for, then the grace of hcauen : 

Who buildeshis hopes in aire of your fairclookcs, 

Liucs like a drunken fayleron a mail, 

Readie with euery nod to tumble do wne 
Into thefatall bowels ofthedeepe. 

Come lcade me to the blocke,beare him my head, 

They finile at me, that /hortiy ftialbe dead. Exeunt. 

Enter Duke of Glofter and Buckingham in armor. 

Glo. Come Cofen,canfi: thou quake and change thy colour? 
Murther thy breath in middle of a word. 

And then begin againe and flop againe. 

As if thou wei t diftraught and mad with terror. 

Buc. Tut fear© not me. 

I can counterfait the deepc Tragedian, 

Spcake,and looke backe,and prie on cucry fide: 

Intending deepe fufpition,gaftly lookes 
Are at my feruicelikeinforcedfmilcs. 

And both are ready in their offices 
T o grace my ftratagerns. Enter Maior l 

Glo . Here comes the Maior. * 

Buc , Letmealonetocnteitainehim,Lo;Mai. 

Glo ♦ Looke to the drawbridge there, 

Buc* The reafon Wc hauc fent for you, 

Glo . Cat&sby ouerlookc the walls. 

Buck 
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of Richard the third. 

Buck Harke,I heare a drumme. 

Glo. Looke backc, defend thee, here ar'e enemies. 

Buc # God and our innocencie defend vs. Snier'Catulj 
Glo . 0,0,bequiet,itisCatesby. mtb7fdft.htad* 

Cat. Here is the head of that ignobl c traitor, 

The daungerous and vnfufpe&ed Haftings. 

Glo. Sodealre Iloukltheman,thatImuft weep©: 

I tooke him for the plaineft harmelcfle man. 

That breathed vpon this earth a Chriftian , 

Looke ye my Lo: Maior. 

Made him my booke, wherein my foule recorded j 
The hiftory ofall her fecret thoughts : 

So fmoothc he daubd bis vice with fhew of Virtue, 

That his apparant open guilt omitted: 

I meane his coucrfation with Shores wife. 

He laid from all attainder offufpeff. (traitor 
Buck Well well, he wasthecouertftfheltrcd 
That euer liu’d ,wo!d you haue imagined, 

Oralmoft belecue, wertnot by great preferuatio 
We liue to tell it you? The fubtile traitor 
Had this day plotted in the counccll houfe. 

To murder me, and my good Lord of Gloceftcr. 

Maior . What,had he fo? 

Glo. What thinke you we are Turks or Infidels* 

Or that we would againft the forme of lawe. 

Proceed thus rafhly to the villaines death. 

But that the extreame perill of the cafe, 

The peace of Fngland, and our perfcns fafety 
Iuforft vs to this execution? 

Ma. Now fairc befal you, he defeated his death. 

And you my good Lo:both,haue well proceeded 
T o warne falfe traitours from the like attempts: 

I ncuer lookt for better at his hands. 

After he once fell in withMiftrefle Shore. 

Dut. Yet had not we determined he fliould die, 
Vntillyour Lordfhip came to fee his death. 

Which now the longing hafte of thefe our friends 
Somewhat againft our meaning hauc preuented* 
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Becaufc^ny Lord, we would haue had you heard 
The traitor fpcake,and timeroufly cgnfcffc 
The roancr,and thepurpofe of his treafon, 

That you might well haue fignified the fame 
Vnto the Citizens, w ho happily may 
Mifeonfter vs in him, and way le his death. 

CWa. But my good Lord, your graces word (hill fenie 
As well as I had feene or heard him fpeakc. 

And doubt you not, right noble Princes both, 

But lie acquaint your dutious citizens, 

Wirh all youriuft p; occcdingsin this caufe. 

Glo. And to that end we wifrit your Lordlhip here, 

T o auoidc t he carping ccnfures of the world. 

Bhc . Butfinccyou come too late of our intents, 

Yet witnelTe what wc did intend, and fo my Lord adue. 

Gif. After, aft er,co fen Buckingham. Exit Maw. 

The Maior towards Guildhall hies him in all port. 
There at your mcctft aduantage of the time, 

Inferre the baftardy of Edwards children: 

Tell them how' Edward put to death a Cittizen, 

Onely for faying he would make his fonne 
Heire to the Crowne, meaning (indeed) his heufe, 
Which by the figne thereof was termed fo. 
Moreouer,vrge his hatefull luxurie. 

And bcftiall appetite in change of Juft, 

Which ft retched to their fcruants, daughter sy-viucs, 

Euen where his luftfull eve, or fauage heart 
Without controll lifted to make his prey: 

Nay for a neede thus farrc,comc nccre my perfon, 

Tell thcm,when that my mother went with childc 
Of that vnfitiatc Ed ward, noble Yorke, 

JMy princely father then had warres in France, 

And by iuft computation of the time. 

Found, that the iffue was not his begot, 

Which well appeared in his lineaments, 

Being nothing like the noble Duke my father: 

But touch thisfparingly as it were farr e off, 

Becaufc you kno wny Lord^roy mother liucs^ 



of Richard the third. 

Bhc. Fcare notjmy Lord, He play the Orator* 

As ifthc golden fee for which I pleadc 
Were for myfelfe. " 

Cjlo. If you tliriuc well, bring them to baynards Gaftle, 
Where you fhfall findc me well accompanied, 

With reuerend fathers and well learned Bifhops. 

Bhc. About three or foure a clocke lookc to hearc 
What nevves Guildhall affordeth,andfo my Lord farewell* 
Glo. Now will I in to take fome priuic order. Exit Bhc • 
To draw the brats of Clarence out of fight. 

And to giue notice that no naaner ofperfon 
At any time haue recourfc vnto the Princes. Exit, 
Enter a Scriuener with a paper in hts hand. 

This is the indi&ment of the good Lord Haftings, 

Which in a fet hand fairely is engrofft. 

That it may be this day read ouer in Panics: 

And marke how well the lequell hangs togither, . 

Eleucn hourc* I fpent to write it ouer* 

Eor yefternightby Catesby was it brought me. 

The prefident was full as long a dooing, 

And yet within thefe fiue houresliuedLord Haftings, 
Vntaynted,vncxamined,free,at liberty: 

Heres a good world, the while. Why whoes fb.grofle 
That fees not this palpable dcuice? 

Yet whofefo blindc but fayes he fees it not? 

Bad is the world, and all will come to naught,. 

When fuch bad d califtg muft be fene in thought* Exit * ■„ 

Enter Glofler at one doreyBackingham at another. 

Glo . How now my Lotd,what (ay the Citizen^ 

Bhc. Now by the holy mother of our Lord 1 , 

The Citizens are mummc,aRd fpeakenot a word. 

Glo. T oucht you the baftardy of Edwards children? 

Bhc. I did>with the infat iate greedinefle of his defires* 
His tyranniy for triflcs,hisowne baftardy* . 

A $ being got, your father theniaFrance: . 

Withail I did inferre your lienamcnts a 
Being the right Idc a or your father, 

Both in your forme and noblenefic of made* 

{Laid 
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Laid open allyour vi£tories in Scotland : 

Your difcipline in war,wifcdome in peace : 
Your bounty ,vertuc,fairc humilitie: 
Indecdclcftnothingfittirigforthepurpo;fc a, 
V ntoucht y ox flcightl y handled in difeourfe : 
And when mineoratorie grew to an end, 

I bid them that did loue their countries good, 
Cric,God faueIlichard;EngLinclsroyaU King. 

Glo, A, and did they fo ? 

r Buc, Nofo Godhelpeme, i . 

But like dumbe ftatucs or breathing ftones, 
Gazde each on other and look t deadly pale : 
Which when I faw,I reprehended them, 
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His anfwerc was, thcpeoplc, were not wont 
To be fpoke to, but by the Recorder. “ 

Then he was vrgde to tell my talc againe: 

Thus, faith the Duke, thus hath the Duke infer d : 

But nothing fpake in warrant from himfclfe; 

When he had doncjfome followers of mine ownc 
At the low er end of the hall, hurld vp their caps, 

And fomc ten voices cricd.God faue King Richard. 
Thankes louing Citizens and friends, quoth I, 
Thisgenerall applaufeand louing fhoutc, 

Argues your wifedomes and your loue to Richard.* 

Arid fo brake offandcame-away, * I 

Glo. What tongleflfc blocks were they, would they not,* 
*3nc. No-bymy troth my Lo: (Ipeake? 

Glo, Will not the Maior then, and his brethren come. 
Glo. The Maior ishere at hand.and intend fome fare, 
Be not fpoken withalhbut with mightie fute; - 
And lookeyou get a piaier booke in your hand. 

And ftand betwixt two churchmen good my Los 
For on that ground He build a holy defcant: 

Be not eafie wonne to our requeft: 

Play the maides part, fay no> but take it- , 

Glo, Feare not me,ifthoucanft pleadeas wdlf^them, 
As I can fay nay to thcc,for my fclic, 







of Rickard the third. 

No doubt weclc bring.it a happic iTue. - L 
’Zto^.You fhai fee what I can do,gct you vp to the !eads.jE>. 

Now my Lord Maior, I dance attendance here , ** 

I thinke the Duketvill not be fpoke withall. Enter Cttesby. 

Here comes his feruant: how now ; Catesby what faiss hei 
C* te f My Lord,he doth intreatc your grace 
T o vifit him to morrow' or next day, 

He is within with two righc rcuerend fathers, 

Diuincly bent to meditation, * 

And in no worldly fine would he be mou’d, 

T o draw him from his holy exercifc. 

Bhc. Returne good Catcsby to thy Lord againe, 

Tell him my fclfe,thc Maior and Gttizcns, 

In deepc defignes and matters of great moment. 

No lefle importing then our gencrall good, 

Are come to haue fomc conftrece woth his grace. 
C«/e/Ilettlihimwhatyoufay my Lord. Exit. 

Buc . A ha my Lord, this prince is not an Edward: 

He is not lulling on a leaud day bcd> 

But on hi*; knees at meditation : 

Not dalying with a brace of Curtizam, 

But meditating with two deepe Dimness 
Not fleeping to ingrofle his idle body, 

But praying to inrich his watcbfull foule. 

Happie were England, would this gracious prince 
Take on himfclfe the foucraigntic thercen, 

But furc I feare wc fhall neuer winner him to it. . 

Mai. Marry God forbid his grace ihouldjfay vs nay, 

Buc. I feare he will, how new Catcsby, Ent.Catef, 

What faics your Lord 2 

C atef. My L.he wonders to what cnd,yQU haue aflcmblcd $ 

Such troupes of Citizensio fpeake withhim,: 

His grace not being warnd thereofbfcforc, , ; 

My Lord, he fcares you mcane no good to him. 

Bhc. Soric l am my noble Cofen (hould 
Sufpeff me that I meane no good to him. 

By hcauen Icomcinpcrfefl Jouc to hjm, ] d: ;I trowel 
And fo once more returne arid tell bk -grace; ExUfatjesbj. 
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When holic an d d eubutr eligious nicih ! : ’ 3 : r . r 

Are at their beads, tis hard to dratf them thencej 
So fvyeet is zealous contemplation. : f * 

Enter Rich.mth ftvo Brflops aloft. : J * •! . 1 , 

• XJMAtou See where he (lands betweene two cJergie 
Buck. T wo props of vemicrfor aGhridian Prince. 

To (lay him from the fall ofvanitie. 

Famous Plantagenet,moft griitioug Prince, 

Lend faLiourableeares tomy requeft, w; r 

And pardon vs the intertuptidn r: ? ; 

Of thy deuotion andtigfit Chriftian zeatc; n .«! 1 ; • i ' 

Glo. My Lord, there needs no fudvapoldgie, ' 

Irather do befeech you pardon me, 

Who earned in the feruice of my God, 

Neglc& the vifitation of niy friends, o-vi,: 

But leauing this, what isyour graces pleafure? 

Bhc. Euen that I hope which pleafeth God aboiie, 

And all good men of this vngouernedTle* 

Glo. 1 do fufpeft I haue done fome offence, 

That feemes difgracious in the Cities eks. 

And that you come to reprehend my ignorance* 

Bhc. You haue my Lord,would it pleafe your grace: 

A t our entreaties to amend that fault. 

Glo . Elfc wherefore breath I in a Chriftian land? 

Bhc. Then know it is your fault that you refigne. 

The fupreame fear, the throne maicfticali, 

The feeptred office of your aunccftors, 

The lineal 1 glorie of your royal! houfe. 

To the corruption of a blemiiht docke: 

Whileft in the mildneflfe of you fleepie thoughts. 

Which here we waken Co, Our countries good. 

This noblellcd^thwant her properlimbesi \ H ' ; 

Her face defact with flats of inf amie. 

And almoft flioiildred in the (wallowing gulph, 

Of blind forgcrfulncffeand darke obliuion, »• /M ‘ 

Which to recure we hartiiy folicit r 
Your gracious felfe to take on yoh the foucraigntic thereof, 
Not^Prot^drOcw^dfwbftitu , < 
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of Richard che third. 

Or lowlie fa&or for anpthers gainer \ - K 

But as fucceffiuely from bloud to bloud. 

Your right of birth, your Emperie,your owner 
For this conforted with the Citizens 
Your very worfhipfull and louing friends. 

And by their vehement infligation, 

In this iud fute come 1 to mooue your grace. 

Glo . I know not whether to depart in filenct. 

Or bitterly to fpeakc in your reproofe, 

Beft fittethmy .degree or your condition: 

Yourloue deferues my thankcs,butmy defert n 
Vnmeritable fhunnes your high requeft, 

Firft if all obflacles were cutaway. 

And that my path were euen to the crowne. 

As my right reuenew and dew by birrh. 

Yet fo much is my pouerty of fpirit. 

So mightie and fo many my defefts, 

As I had rather hide me from my greatnede, 

Beeing a Barke to brooke no mightie fea, 

Then in my greatnefle.couct to be hid. 

And in the vapour of my glory fmothprd: 

But God be thanked theres no need of me, 

And much I need to helpc you if need were, 

The royail tree hath left ys royall frute, 

Which mellowed by the dealing houres of time* 

Will well become the fear c of maieftie, . . \u , / • ; ( 

And make no doubt vs happie by his raigpe, 

O n hi m l lay wha t you would 1 ay on me: 

The right and fortune of his happie dars, 

WhichGod defend that I fliuid wring from him. .. . 
Bhc. My lord, this argues cofciencejrtyour gracc<* 

But the refpefls therqof arc nice andTt^AUi 7:.. '3 I 
All circumftances well coofi.dered: xii : ■ \ ; s .a ; cboi 
You fay,that Edward is yoity brothers fonne. 

So fay wctoojbut not by Edwards wtfc,! r:-; -j ..5 
For fird he was contraft toLady. 4 ^/,. 1 uU . • > ; 
Your mother lines a wit npflfeto thjtt vo^c^ 

And afterward by (ubftitiitcf betrothed • •. ? r ; > q 
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To Bona fitter to the IGng of France, 

Thefe both put by a poore petitioner, J 
A care-crazd mother of many children,! 

A beauty -waining and diftrefled widow, 

Euen in the afternoone of her beft daies 
Made prife and purchafc of his luftfu 11 eye. 

Seduce the pitch and height of all bis thoughts, 
Tobafc declenfionand loathd bigamie. 

By her in his vnlawfull bed he got. 

This Edward whom our maners tirmetheprincc. 
More bitterly could I expoftubre, 

Saue that for reucrence to fome aliuc 
I giuc a fparing limit to my tongqc: 

Then good my Lord, take to your royall fclfe. 

This proffered benefit of dignitic : 

Ifnottoblcflc vs and the land withall, 

Yet to draw out your royall ftockc. 

From the corruption of abufing time, 

V nto a lineall true deriued courfe. 

Mai. Do good my Lord,your Cittizcns entreat you* 

Cates. O make them ioyfull, grant their lawful! futc* 

Glo. Alas,why would you heape thofecarcsonmc, 
l am vnfit for ftate and dignitic, 

I do befecch you take it not amiflc, 

I cannot, nor I will notyccldtoyou. 

Ehc. If you rcfiilc it asin loue and zcale. 

Loth to depofe thechild your brothers fonne, 

As well we know your tendernefle of heart. 

And gentle kindc effeminate remorfc, 

Which we hauc noted in you to your kin. 

And egallic indeed to all eftates, 

Yet whether you accept our fare or no, 

Your brothers tonne fhallncucr raigne our king* 

But we will plant fome other in the throane. 

To the difgrace and downhill of your houfe: 

And in thisrefolu lonhere we lcaue jou# 

Come Citizens, zounds ilc intreat no more. 

67*. O donotiwcaftJ&y Lord of Buckingham# 




of Richard the third. 

Cttef. Call them againc,my lord, and accept the jrfuf& 

Ano. Do, good my lorddcaft all the land do rew if. 

Glo. Would you inforcc me to a world of care:,, [ 

Well, call themaga'uie,! am not made of hones, 

Bur penetrable to your kindc intreates. 

Albeit againft my confciencc and my foulc. 

Cofen of Buckingham>and you fage graue mcni 
Since you will buckle fortune on my backe. 

To bearc her burthen whether 1 will or no, 

I muft hauc patience to indure the lo<fo i . , . . ; 

But if blacke fcandale or foule-fac’t reproach 
Attend the fcquell of your impofition. 

Your meerc inforcemcntfhall acquittance me 
From all the impure blots and ftaincs thereof,. 

For God he knowcs 5 and you may partly fee. 

How farre I amfrom the defire thereof. 

Mai. God blefTe your grace, we fee it,and will fay 

Glo. In faying fo you fhall but fay the truth. 

Lac . Then I blute you with this kingly title : 

Long liue Richard>Englands royall king, 

Mai. Amen. 

Buc. To morrow will it pleafe you to be crown’d. 

Glo. Euen when you will,fincc you will hauc it fo. 

Lac. T o morrow then we will attend your grace. 

Glo. Come, let vs to our holy taskeagainc : 

Farewell good cofen, farvvcll gentle friends. 

Enter Queene mot her y D ache fe of Torkt y Mar twites fDorfet i ag 
we dooreyDficheJft of Glower at another doore. 

V*. Who meets vs heercitny ncccc Plantagcnct? 

Q*. Sifter well roc^whether away fofaft? 

T)h % No farther then the Tower, and as I gueffe 
Vpon the like dcuotion as yotu fclues, 

Togratulatcthe tender Princes there. 

Q*. Kind After thanks, wcele enter all togithcr, Bntfr 

And in good time here the Liuetcnant comes. Lietuvtanu . 
M.Licutcnant,pray you by your lcauc. 

How farce the Prince* 

&*' WcUMadam a andmhealth,butby yourlcattej 
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I may not fufler you to viHt tAfti, 

The king hath ^flrai^htlifc'chatgeAthc contrary 
Q*. The kingf wn^whofe chat ? 

Ltcti. Icric<ybUmcftcfc>Imeafie the Lordprotefton 
J3*. The Lord protc&hirri from that Kinglie cijlc: 



I am their mother, who /hould keepq me from them? 

I am their father, Mother>and will fee them. 

Dnob. Glo. Their aunt Lam in lawdn loue their mother: 
Then feare not thcu-lle beatc thy blumc, , 

And take thy office fr0in thee on my peril!. 

Ltcu. I doo bcfcech your graces all to pardon me: 

I am bound by oath,I may not do it. Enter. L.Su 

Stan. Let me but meete you Ladies an houi c henc 
And lie faluteyotirgtacc of Yorkers Mother: 

And reuerenc looker on, of dwb fiifc Queenes. 

Come Madam,you rilUft go with me to Weffminfter* 
There to be crowned Richards royall Queene. 

£lu. O cutmy4ace infunder,tliatmy pent heart 
M ay haue fome fcop£to beate,or -clfe found, 

With this dead killing newes. * f; - 

Dor. Aladame,haW tomfort^hoW fares your grace? 

£ V u. O Dorfct/peake not to me, get thee hentc; 
Death and deftru&ion dogge thee at the heelcs, 

Thy mothers name is ominous to children. 

If thou wilt outftrip d eath,°p crbfle the feas, 

And Hue with Rithmond,frottU)h'e reach~ rUjJ * 

Go hie thec*hie thee, from this {laughter home, 

Leaft thou incrcafe the numb cr of the dead. 

And make me die the thrall of Margarets curlic, 

Nor mother, Wjfc,nor Englaitds counted Queene* 

Stan. Full of wife care is tfu$ your counfell Madam, noc 
T ake all the fwift aduantage of thd time,' 

You fhall haue letters from me to my fonne. 

To mectc you onthc way^nd welcome you 
Bcnot takcntardie.by^nwifed^l^yv 
Duck. Ter. O ill differing winde oft! 

O myaccurfcd wo^bc^hfcped of flejtJ 






of Rietiawlthft third. 

A Cocatrice hitt thcfo&rtht to Wferl4> H oj nodi of) 
Whofe vriauoidcdeieisrttiutthcrousv :isf}w?.oiuc-'h</ ) 
Stan. Come Madam,lmaU haft e was fenf- 
<Ducb. And 1 in all vnyvillingneffe will go, 

I woulcjto God thattheinclufaucvcrgc, ym .1 1-jlv hciA 
Of golden mettall that rauft round my. browe,; \ - \ v 
Were red hottefteele to feare me fo thebraine, 

Annointed let me be with deadly poifon, 

And dicjcre men can fay, God faue the-. Quc^ne. 

£)h. Alas; poore foule, I enuie nottfheglorie* . jr m.« 

T o feede rny humer,Wifla thy feife no harmc. 

Bticb.Glg. No,wheriihe th4tis nay husbandnow* 

Came to me as I followed Henries eburfe,. 

When fc&rce the bloud was well walhtffom his hands, . 
Which ifTuedfrommy other angel husband*, . ; L 

And that dead faint, which then,! weeping followed* r 
0,vvhenI/ay,Ilookt on Richards face, ; 

This was my W'ifli,be thou quoth I accurft, . > ; ^ 

For making me fo young, fo oldea widovy. 

And when thou wedftdet forrow haunt thy bed. 

And be thy wifepfany be fomadde,;-.' ; , : ,j \ 

As mifetable by the death oftheei f 01 , (1 r t . 

As thou haft made me by /ny dears Lpfds death,. 

Loe,eucn I can repeate this curie againe, 

Euen in foftiorta ; fpace, my womans heart, , s. . ' 

CrofTeliegrevycapfiue to hi^honie words, : 
AndprouMthefubieftes^f.i^y'ofvyng)o,ujcscjdi(e, {, . s. 
Which cuerSjmhathikepetBypye^fi^innecpo, | 

For neuer yet, one houre iphisbed, r; , ’ ’ .\v 

Hitue l enjoyed the golden deiy,of fleepe,, , a t Ai - 
But haue bene waked by his tiipsrp^Sj dreatppft 

And wftl/hortly beridofwdoJ,,,, j ^ • iJU r^., 7 lot „ <? 

Qa. Alas poore{pule,rpi(Wfijl^:Comp3autfs. - n \ 
D«cb. G/ij.No rtiote then from my foulc J rtioumefpr yoiirfc, 
£»• FareweHitbottMspfbii' yyekpmj:r<>f glorfev . 
Ducb.Glo , AdyeppprC|{pu\e.^hQU^j4!JifW^d??*J? oft** 
2)^T«r.Go th^W gtfibw^j^go^feftahe^jjideitbte. 
*s>a .. ’ ■ ‘ (Qe , 













Go thou to Richa*d;and good Angfcls gatik'thee, 

Go thou to fanftujric^good thoughts pofTcffc thee," 

1 to my graue where peace and reft lie With me, 

Eightic odde yearcs of farrow hauc I fccne, 

And each houres ioy wrackt with a weeke of tecnc. 

The TrHmpetsfeUnd^Snter Richard crowned ,3 ncktMg, 
ham,Cafcsby with other Nobles. 

Kmg. Stand all apart. Cofcn of Buckingham, 

Giue me thy hand: Here he afeendetb 

Thus high. by thy aduice the threw. 

And thy afliftancc is king Richard feated: 

But fhaTi we weare thefe honours for a day? 

Or (hall they laft,and we reioice in them? 

Bhc . Still Hue they, and for for cucr may they laft. 

King Ri . O Buckingham, now do I play the touch, 
Totrieifthou be currant gold indeed: 

Young Edward lines : thinke now what I would fay* 

Bhc. Say on my gratious foueraigne. 

King. Why buckingham,! fay 1 would be king. 

Buc . . Why fo you are my thrice renowmed liege. 

King. Ha : am I king i tis fo,but Edward liues. 

Bhc . True noble Prince, 

Kmg. O bitter confequence, 

That Edward ftil! (hould line true noble prince. 

Cofen, thou wert not wont to be fo dull: 

Shall I be plaine i I wi(h the baftards dead. 

And I would haue it fuddenly perfqrmdc. 

What faift th6Wfpeakc fuddenly be brecfc. 

Bhc. Your grace may do your pleafure. 

King. Tut, tut, thou art all yce,rhy kindnefle freefetn, 
Say,haue I thy confent that they fliall die ? 

Bhc. Giue me feme bmath,fomc littlfc pitffc iny Lord, 

Before I pofitiuelic fpcake herein s 
I will refolue your grawitu^ r 

Catef. The King is angiic,fee,hebitc< the lip* 

Kmg. I will conucrfc with iron witted foolcs 
And vhrefpcftiue boics,ndnc atc for me 
Thatlookcimbmc v^ « t 
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Boy, high reaching Buckingham gro wes circurafpcft, 

Bop My Lord* 

King. Knoweft thou not any whom corrupting gold 
Would tempt vnto a clofc exploit of death. 

Boy • My lord, I know a difeontented gentleman, 

Whofc humble meancs match not his haughtie minefe, 
Goldc were as good as twentic Orators, 

And will no doubt tempt him to anything. 

Kmg. What is his name? 

Bey. HisnamemyLord,i$TirrelL 

King.Go call him hither prcfently. 

The decpercuoluing wittie Buckingham, 

No more fliall be the neighbour to my counfell. 

Hath he fo long held out with me vntirde 

And flops he now for breath* Enter Darby. 

How now, What newes with you? 

*D*rby . My Lord, I heare the Marqueflc Dorfet 
Is fled to Richmond,in thofc prts beyond the fcas where he 
abides. 

Kmg. Catesby* Cat. My Lord. 

King . Rumor it abroad, 

That Anne my wife is ficke and like tadic, 

I will take order for her keeping clofe: 

Enquire me out fome mcane borne gentleman. 

Whom I will martie ftraight to Clarence daughter* 

The boy is fi6li(h,and 1 fearc not him: 

Looke how thou dreamft : I fay againe, giue out 
That Anne my wife is (icke and like to die. 

About it, for it flands me much vpoh 

To flop all hopes whofe growth may damage me* 

I mult be married to my brothers daughter. 

Or elfe my Kingdome flands on brittle glalfc, 

Murther her brothers, and then marrie her, 

Vncerraine way of gaine,fcutl am in 
So larrc in bloud,that fin pluckc on fin, 

T eare falling pittie d wels not in this eye. Enter T&reL 

IsthynamcTirrelk 

E ir „ lames Turell and your moil obedient fuLieft. 

I Kmg* 











enemies. 



Xing. Art thou indeed? r 
TV. Prouc me my gracious foticraigne, 

XVf. Darft thqu tefoluc to kill a friend of 
TV. I my Lord, but I had rather kill two deepe 
Kmg. Why there thou haft it two deepe enemies, 
Foes „eo my reft, and my fwcet fleepes dlfturbs, 

Are they that I would hauc thee dealc vp.on: . 

TV rrel } l means thpfe jbaftarejs in the tower, 

TVr. Let me hauc open meanes to come 10 mem. 
And foone ilc rid you from die fc^rc of them.’ 

Km. Thou fingft fwcet muficke. Come hither 7 
Go by that tokeujife and lend thine care, Hervhifpers 
Tis no mpre but fo,fay is itjJpnc^ 

And I will louc thee and prefer thee 
TV. Tis done my gracious lord. 

Kmg .Shall wchcare from thee 7Vrr<?/, ere 
TVr, Ye fhall my Lord. o 

Sue ♦ My lord,! Haucconfideredinniymind, 

The late demaund that you did found me in. 

Kmg. Well, let t hat pa ffe, Do r fet i s fled to, Richmond. 
Sue. I-heare that newesmylord* 

Kwg. Stanley he is your wiues fonnes. WclJoofcftto.it.. 
Buc. My lord, I claime your gift,my due by promife* 
For which your honor and your faith is pa wnd. 



The which your promifed I fhould pofleffc* 

King. Stanley lookc to your wife, if flie conuey 
Letters to Richmond you (hall anlwere it. 

Buc. What faies your highnefle to .my iuft dcmandS 
King , As I remember, Henrie the lixt 
Did prophecie that Richmpnd fliould be king, 

When Richmond was a little pecuifti boy, 

A king perhaps, perhaps. Buck. My lord. 

King. How chance the prophet <pould not a& that time, . 
Haue told me,I being by, that I fliould kill him. 

Sue^. My lord,your promifefor theEarledome, 

Kin. Richmond, when laft I was at Exeter. 

Tfee Maior in curccfic (hewed me the Cattle, 
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And called it Ruge-mount,at which name I ftarted, 
Becaufe a Bard of Ireland tolde me once 

I fliould not liuc long after T “ D : ~ l J 

Buc. My lord. 

King. bwIiatsacfocKctf 
Buc. I am thus bold to put your grace in mind 
Of what you promifd me. 

King. Wclhbut whacs a clockc? 

Buc. Vpon the ftrokc oft eta. 

King. Well, let it ftrike. 

Buc. Whylctit ftrike? 

King. Becaufc that like a Iacke thou keepeft the ftrokfe 
Betwixt thy begging and my meditation, 

I am not in the giuing Vainc to day. ^ ^ 

Buc. Why then re folue tiie whether y oil wili or no? 
X/.Tut,tut,thou trouble!! mcjl am not in the Yam. Exit* 
Buck, Is it cucn fo,rcwards he my true fcruicc 
Withfuch dccpocontempt,made I him king for this* 

G let me thinkc oil Haftings, and begone 
To Brecnock while my fearefull head is on* 

Enter Sir Brandt Tyrrell . 

TV. The tyrannous and bloudic deed 
The mod ar qtaatt of pittcous maflacre, 

That cuer yet this land was guiltie of, 

Dighton and Forreft whom! did fubbornc, 

To do this ruthleffe pecce of butchcric, 

Althoughthey wcrcfleftit villains, bloudie dogs^ 

Melting with tendcrncfle andicind coynpaffion. 

Wept like two^hildrcn in their deaths fad ftorics: 

Lo thus quoth Dighton laie thofc tender babes, 

Thus thus quoth Forreft girdling on another 
Within their innoceitt atablaftcrarmcs, 

Their lips fourc red Rofes on aftalkc. 

Which in their fumracr beautie kift ca< 

A bookc of praiers on their pillow laic. 

Which once quoth Forreft aiinoft cHangd my minuc, 

But 6 the diucl; their flic viUaincftbpt, 

Whilcft Dightoa thus told on we fmothcrcd 
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Thcmoft replenilhcd fweet workc of nature, 

That fr6m the prime creation euer he framed. 

Thus both are gone with confcicnce and remorfe. 

They could not fpeakc and fo I jcft them both, 

T o bring this tidings to the bloudic king. Enter JG. Rick , 
And here he comes,all haile my foueraigne lie^c. 

Ktng. Kind Tii reji amlhappieinthynewesf 
TVr .If fo haue done the thing you giue in charge, 

Beget your happinc(Te,bc happic then . 

F or it is done my Lord, 

Krug. Butdidft thou fee them dead? 

' TV. I did my Lord. 

King. And buried gentle Tirrell? 

7V. The Chaplaine of the tower hath buried them. 

But how or in what place I do not know* 

7V. Come to me Tirrcll foone at after fupper. 

And thou (halt tell the procefle of their death, 

Meane time but thinkc how I may do thee good. 

And be inheritor of thy defire.. Exit Ttrrel 

Farewell till foonc. 

The fonne of Clarence haue I pent vp clofe. 

His daughter mcanelic haue I matcht in marriage, 

The fonnesofEdwardfleepein Abrahams bofomc. 

And Anne my wife hath bid the world godnight. 

Now for I know the BrutaineRichmond aimes 
At young Elizabeth, my brothers daughter. 

And by that knot lookes proudly ore the crowne, 

To her I go a iollic thriuing woocro Enter Catesfy. 

C4t. My Lord, 

King. Good newes or bad,thafc thou comeft info bluntly? 
Catef. Bad newes my Lord,£<^ is fled to Richmond. 
And Buckingham backt with the hardie Welchmen, 

Is in the field,and ftill his power increafeth. 

King. Ely with Richmond troubles memorencare 
Then Buckingham and his rafli leuied arroie: 

Come 1 haue heard that ftarefull commenting. 

Is leaden feruitour to dull delay. 

Delay leads impotent and fnailc-paei bcggcric, 

Then fierie expedition be my wing, 



Jouc* 
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loues Mercurie and Herald for a King z 
Come rauftcr men, my counfaile is my fhield, 

We muft be briefe when traitors braue the field. Exeunt* 

Enter Queene Margaret fold. 

Jj^Mar, So now profpcritie begins to mellow 
And drop into the rotten mouth of Death : 

Here in theft confines flilic haue I lurkf, 

T o watch the waining of mine aduerfaries : 

A dire induff ion am I witnefle to, 

And will to France, hoping the confequence 
Will prooue as bitter,blackc and tragical!* 

Withdraw thee wretched Margaret,who comeshcre? 

Enter the Jgujtndthc DuchefeofTorke. 

Qu. Ah my young princes,ah my tender babes*' 

My vnblo wne flowers, new appearing fwccts, 

If yet your gentle foulcs flie in the ayre 
And be not fixt in doome perpetual!, 

Houcr about me with your aierie wings. 

And heare your mothers lamentation. 

Q jh Mar. Houer about her, fay that right for right, 

Hath dimd your infant morne,to aged night. 

Q*. Wilt thou, O God, flie from fuch gentle lambes, 
AndjthrOw them in theintrailesofthe wolfc : 

When didft thou fleepe,whenfuch a deedc was done ? 

Q u.Mar. When hoXieHarrj died, and my Tweet fonne. 
Bach. Blind fight, dead life/poarc mortall liuing ghoft, ; 
Woes feeane, worlds (Fame, graues due by lifcvfurpt, 

Reft thy vnreft on Englands lawfull earth, 

Vnlawftillie made drunkc withinnocents bloud. 

Q». O that thou woludft as well affoord agrauc. 

As thou canft yedd a melancholic fcatc. 

Then would I hide my boncs,not reft themheres 
0 who hath any caufc to mournc but I S 
D“c. So many miferies haue ejazd my voice 
That my woe- wearied tongue is mute and dumber . 

Ed ward Plantagcnet,why art thou dead? 

QMar. If auncient forro w be moft fcocrcflc, 

Giue mine the benefite of fignoric, 
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And let ray wqes fro wire on the vpper hancf, 

If forrow can admit focictic, 

Tell oucr your woes againe by vewing mine, 

I had an Ed ward, till a Richard kild him: 

I had a Richard, till a Richard kild him. 

Thou hadft an Ed ward, till a Richard kild ftifri. 

Thou hadft a Richard, till a Richard kild him* 

Dneh. I had a Richard too, and thou dift kill him: 

I had a Rutland too,thou hopft to kill him. 
Q^cJ^r.Thou'hadft a Clarence too, till Richard kild him; 
From forth the kcnncll of thy wombe hath crept, 

A hel- hound that doth hunt vs all to death. 

That dogge,thac had his teeth before his eyes 
To worriclambes,andlap their gentle blouds, 

That foule defacer of Gods handle worke, 

Thy wombe let loofc,to chafe vsto our graues, 

G vpright, iuft, and true difpofing GbU, 

How do I thanke thee,that this carnallcurre, 

Praies on the ifliic of his mothers bodic. 

And makes her pucfcllow with others mone. 

* T>hc „ O, Harries wife, triumh not in my woes, 
God'witneffe with me,I haue wept for thee. 

(KMa. Bearc with me, I am hungrie for reuenge. 

And now I cloie«me with beholding it, 

Thy Edward 5 he is dead, that ftabd my Edward, 

Thy other Edward dead , to quit my Edward, 

Yong Yorkejlie is but boote becaufc botli they 
Match not the high pcrfc&ioiT of my Ioffe : 

Thy Clarence he is dead, that kild my Edward, 

And the beholders of this tragickc plaie, 

The adulterate Haftings,iUuers,VaughaniGray, 
Vntimely fmothred in their duskie-graucs, 

Richard yet liucs,hels biackeiritelligericcr» 

Onely refemed their fattor to buie foules, •' 

And fend them thither, but at hand at hand, 

Enfues his piteous,and vnpittic^d'cnds 

Earth gapes, hell burBeSjfierid'estoarejfaiatcs pray, 

Tohai^h^luddcnly coBUUedsway. 
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Cancel! hisbqndoflifc,dearcGodIpray, 

That I may liue to fay , the dpg is dead, , 

Jjar, O thou didft prophccie the time would come. 
That I fhould wifh for thee to helpe tqq curfle. 

That botteld fpider,that foule hunch-backttoade* 

I cald thee then,yaine flourifh of my fortune, 
I cald thee then, poore fhadow, painted Qucene, , 

The prefentation of,but what 1 was* . 

The flattering index of a direfull pageant, 

One heaued a high, to t>e hurld downe belowc, 

A mother onefy,mockt with twofwcctc babes, 

A dreamc of which thouwett a breathy bubble,.. 

A figneofdigtvtie^garifhflaggc, . 

To be the aims ofeucry dangerous (hot; 

A Queeqe in ieaft, onely to fill the fccane, 

Where is thy husband now,wbcre be thy brothers.? 
Where are thy children, wherein doeft thou ;ioy? 

Who fucs to thee,andcrics God fauc the Qucene? 

Where be thebending pcercs that flattered thee? 

Where be the thronging troupes that followed thiecf - 
Decline all chis,and fee what now thpu att. 

For happie wife,a mofl diftrcffed widow. 

For ioyfoU mother, one that wailes the name, „ 

For Quecue,a very Catiuecrownd with care,, ^ ^ 

For one being fued too,pnc that humfyl ie fue$, . , . ; 

For one commaunding^ll,obcycd of none, ' 

For one that fcornd at me, now fcornd of me, 

Thus hath tbccourfe qfiuftice wheel'd about. 

And left thee but, a very pray to time, 

Hauing^no more>but thoughcofwhat thouwcit,; 

To tqriuxc chec the mor^cing what thou art. 

Thou didft vfurpe my place, and doeft thouflot, 

ViTurpe the iuft proportion ^oftny forraw, 

Now thy proudenedtabearcs halfe my burthen.cdyoke, * 
From which.euen here, Iflip my wcarie nccke, 

And leaue the burthen o£i$ qll on ihee s. 

Farewell Yorfccswife^ncl Qucene pf Cdmifchancc* 
IhsCsEnglUl! . ' ' 






Q* O thou well skild in curf es,ftay a while; 

And teach me how to curfe mine enemies. 

QM.Afar . Forbearc to fleepe the nights and fad the daics, 
Compare dead happineffe with Hiring woe, 

Thinkc that thy babes were fairer then they were. 

And he that flew them fouler then he is, 

Bettring thy loflc makes the badcaufer woife, 

Rcuoluing this, will teach thee how to curfe. 

Q^My words are dull, O quicken them with thine. 

-Thy woes wil make them (harp, & pierce like mine. 
*Dm. Why fhould calamitie be full of words? Exit M*r $ 
Qj£- Windieattumies to your Client woes, 

Aerie fucccederi of inteftateioies, 

Poore breathing Orators of mifciies, 

Let them haue fcope, though what they do impate^ 

Helpc not at all, yet do they eafe the heart# 

*Duc. If fo,thcn be not toong- tidf ,go with me. 

And in the breath of bitter w ords, lets fmother 
My damned fonne, which thy two f^ect fonncsTmothcrtf* 

I hcare his drum,bc copious in cxclaimes. 

Enter Ktng Richard marching with drumme? 
andTrtonpets . 

King, Who intercepts my expedition* 

Duch. A ftic,that might haue intercepted thee 
By ftrangling-thccin her accurfcd wombe. 

From afi the daughters wretch, that thou haft done, 

Q*. Hidft thou that forehead with a golden crowne 
Where ftiould be grauen/if that right were right, 

The (laughter of the Prince that owed that Crowne, 

And the dire death of my two fonric$,and brothers: 

T ell me thou villainc flaue, where arc my children^ 

Duch. Thou todc,thou todc, where is thy brother Clarence* 
And little Ned Plantagenet,his fonne? 

Qtf. Where is kind Ha(itng /, Riutrs^K wghanfirqi 
King. Aflourifti trumpets, ftiikealarunb drumracs. 

Let not the ficaucns hcare thefe tel- talc women ; ; 
Railcon the Lot dsannointed. Strike Iliy. Tie trumpets 
Either be patient, and intreatmefaire* 
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Or with the clamorous report of war: 

Thu* will I drowne your exclamations, 

< Du. Art thou niyfonne? 

King. I, I thank God, my father and your fclfc, 

Du*. Then patiently hcare my impatience. 

Kin. Madam I haue a touch or your condition* 

Which cannot brookc the accent of reproofe# 

Du. I will be mild and gentle inmy fpeech. 

Kin. And briefegood mother for I am in haft* 

Du. Art thou fo haftic I haue ftaid for thee, 

God knowes in anguifh, paine and agonie. 

King. And came I not ar laft to comfort you? 

Du. No by the holy roodc thou knowft it well, 
Thoucamft on earth, to make the earth my belli 
A grecuous burthen w'as thy by rth to me, 

Techie and waiward was thy infancie. 

Thy fchoole-daies frightful, dcfperate,wilde, and furiousi 
Thy primed manhood, daring, bold and venturous: 

Thy age confirmedjproudyfubtiljbloudiejtrecherous, 

What comfortable houre canft thou name 
That euer grac’t me in thy companie ? 

Ki. Faith none but Humphrey houre,that cald y onr grace 
To breakefaft once forth of my companie. 

If it be fo difgratious in your fight. 

Let me marchon,and not offend your grace. 

Du. O heare me fpeakc,for I (hall neucr fee the more* 
King. Come, come, you are too bitter* 

Du. Either thou wil t die by Gods iuft ordinance. 

Ere from this war thou turne a conqueror, 

Or I with griefe and extrcame age fliall perifh, 

And netiei lookc vpon thy Sfeccagainc* 

Therefore take with thee ray moft heauie.curfc* 

Which in the day of battaile tire thee more 
Then allthecompleat armor that thouwearft* 

My pi aierson theaduerfepartie fight, j 

And there the little &udifis of Edvvards children* T 

Whifper the fpiiits ofrfiine enemies,: ; \6l -fn ioj: J ./ 

And promifdhem tucceffeand viftoric; i 
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The Tragedie 

Bloudie thou art, bloudie will be thy end* 



Shame femes thy life, and doth thy death attend. Exit, 

Qx* Though far more caufc,yct much lclTc fpirit to cut fe 
Abides in me, I fay Amen to all. 

King, Stay Madam, I muft fpeake a word with you, 

I haueno tnorefonnes of the royall blond. 

For thee to murthcr,for my daughters Richai d, 

They thalbc praying Nunncs, not weeping Quccnes, 

And therefore leuell not to hit their liues. 

King, You haue a daughter cald Elizabeth* 

Vcrtuous and fairc, royall and gracious. 

Q*. And muft Che die for this? O let her liucl 
And tic corrupt her manncrs,ftaine her beautie, < 

Slander my felfe as falfe to Edwards bed. 

Throw ouer her the vale ofinfamic,. 

So fhe may liuc vnskard from bleeding Slaughter*, 

I will confefle fhe was not Edwards daughter. 

Ktng, Wrong not her births fhe is of toy allbloudv \ . >. 

Q#* Tofauc her life,i!cfay fticisnotfo. : T . ■ 
Kt»g> Her life isonlic fafeft in her birth. t 
Q##. And onelie in that fafctic died her brothers* n A 
Kwg, Lo at their births good ftars were oppofitc. 

Q*. No to their hues bad friends were contrarie# 

Ktng. Allvnauoidcdis the doomeofdeftinic. ii> 

Q#. T rue, when auoided grace makes dcftinic. 

My babes were deftinde to a fairer death, 

If grace had blcft thee with a fairer life. (amies 

jK\Madam,fo thi iuc I in my dangerous attempt of hoftile 
As I intend more good to you and yours, 

Then cucr you or yours were by me wrongd. 

Q*. What good is coucrd with the face ofhcauea^ 

To be difeouerd that can do megood. 

King. The aduancement of your children mightie Lad)'* 
Q*. Vptofomefcaffold, there to loofetheir heads. 

Kin. No to the dignitio and height of honor, 

The height inapcriall tipc of this earths glone* 

Q». Flatter my forrowes with report of it. 

Tell sac what ftatc,what dignitio, what honor? 






WOMB -r'tgpnz? 
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Canft thou demife to any child of mine. 

King. Eucn all I hauc, yea and my felfe and all. 

Will I withall endow a child of thine, 

So in the Lethe of thy angric foule, 

Thou drownc the fad remembrance of thole wrongs 
Which thou fuppofeft I haue done to thee. 

Q h. Be brecfe,lcaft that the proceflc of thy kindnetfe, 
Laft longer telling then thy kindneffe doo* 

K. Then know that from my foule I loue thy daughter. 
Qh. My daughters mother thinkes it with her foule. 

' King- Whatdoyouthinkc? 

Qu. That thou doft loue my daughter from thy foule, 

So from thy foules loue didft thou her brothers. 

And from my hearts loue I do thanke thee for it* 

King . Be not fo haftic to confound my meaning, 

I meanc that with my foule I loue thy daughter, 

And meanc to make her Quecne of England. 

Qu. Say then, who doft thou meane (hall be her kin*? 
King. Euen he that makes her Quecne, who fhould clfe * 
Q*. What thou? 

King . I, eucn I, what thinke you of it Madame? 

Q* . How canft thou wooc her? 

King. That would I learnc ofyou* 

As one that arc beft acquainted with her humor, 

Qu. And wilt thou learne of me ? 

Km. Madam with all my heart. 

Qu. Send to her by the man that flew her brothers, 

A paire of bleeding hearts thereon ingrauc, 

Edward and Yorke,thcn happelie flic will wcepe. 

Therefore prefentto her asfometimesMargaret . 

Did to thy father,ahandkercheifcftcept in Rutlands blood 
And bid her dric her weeping eyes therewith, 

If this inducement force her not to loue, 

Send her aftoric of thy noble afts: 

Tell her thou madeft away her Vncklc Clarence, 

Her V nckle Riucrs,y ea an i for her fake 
Madeft quickeconueiancc with her good Aunt Anne# 
Kwj. Comcjcomc^you mockc mc,this is not the way* 
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To win your daughter. 

Q*. There is no other way, 

V nleflc thou couldft put on fomc other fhape, 

And not be Richard that hath done all this^ 

King. Infer faireEnglands peace by this alliance, 

QfJ* Which (he (hall purchafe with ftill lafting war. 

Say that the king which may commaund intreats. 
K\u. I hat at her hands, which the kings king forbid, 
Ktng. Say flie&albea high andmightie Quccne. 

Q& To waile the titlcas her mother doth. 

King. Say I will loue her eucrlaflingly. 

Q*- But how long {hall that title euer laft? 

King. Sweetly inforce vnto her faireliucsend. 

Q«. But how long fairely fhajl her fwee t life la ft* 

K wg. So long as neauen and nature lengthens it. 

Q«. So long as hell and Richard likes of it. 

Knsg . Say I her foueraigne am her fubieft louc. 

Qfd. But {he your fubiefl: loaths fuch'foueraigntic. 

Kwg. Be eloquent in my behalfe to her. 

Qit- An honeft tale fpeeds beft being plainly told. 

Kin. Then in plaine termes tell her my louing talc. 

Q*. Plaine and not honeft is too harfh a ftilc. 

King, Madam your reafons are too lhallo w & too quickc 
<J«. O no, my reafons arc too deepc and dead, 

T oo deepc and dead poorc infants in their graue. 

King. Harpe on it ftill (hal I, till hartftrings breake. 
King. Now by my George, my Garter and my Crowne. 
Qu. Prophand,di(honourd,and the third vforped. 

King. I fweare by nothing. 

Qj. By nothing, for this is no oath. 

The George prophand,hath loft his holy honor: 

The Gartcrblemiflitjpawnd his knightlic vertue: 

The crownc vfurpt ,difgrac 5 t his kinglie digniric, 



x ne crownc viurpt ,ditgrac't his kinglie dignmc, 

If fomething thou wilt fweare to be bclecudc. 

Sweare then by fomething that thou haft not vvrongd. 
King. Now by the world, 

Q». Tis full of thy foulc wrongs. 
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Ktng* My fathers deaths ; 

J>>h. Thy life hath that difliondrd.’ 

King. Then by my felfe. 
gu. Thy felfe,thy fclfcmifufcfto 
King. Why, then by God. 1 -v ; r; .> J 10, 
Jjh*. Gods wrong is moft of all, ! :!iboor:adj^:\ r 
If thou'hadft feardjto breake an oath by him,* ’ icd > hr 
The vnitic the king my brother made, Y\ ' 
Hadnotbcnebroken^ormy brothcrilaine, : /li r l 
If thou hadft feard to breake an oath by him, 

The emperiall mettall circling now thybroWj J . 

Had graft the tender temples of my childc, * . 

And both the Prihces had bene breathing here# 

Which now, two tender play- felIo\yes for duft. 

Thy broken faith ,hath made a praiefor wormes* 

King. By the time to come, n ■. 

That thou haft wfongdimijne orepai 
For 1 my felfe, haue many teares,to wafti, 

Hereafter time, for time, by ithc paft wrongd, 

Thc.children liOejwhofe parents thou haft flaughtred, 
Vngoucrnd youth, to waile it in their age. 

The pa rents liue,whofe children themJhaft butcherd, l 
Old withered plants, to waile it vvith their age, 

Sweare not by time to come,for that thou haft 
Mifufed,eare vfed,by time mifufed orepaft. . ; i 

Ktng. As I intend to profper and repent^ 1 . ; - 

So thriuc I in my dangerous attempt, 

Ofhoftilc armes, my felfe, my felfe confound, 

Day yeeld me not thyJighc, nor night thy reft, 

Be oppofitc, all planets of good lucke, 

To my proceedings, if with pure hearts louc, 

Immaculatd deuocion, holy thoughts, 

I tender not toy beauteous princely daughter, 

In her confifts my happindle and thine. 

Without, her follo.westo.this land aridrae, 

To thee, her felfe, atid manyia Chriftiainfo 
Sad defolation, ruine,and dccaic, . 

It cannot be auoyded but by this, : 
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Itwillnotbeauoidedbucby this: ’ t 

Therefore good mother ( I nauft call you fo,) 

Be the atturncy of my louc to her. 

Pleade what 1 will be,not what I haue bene. 

Not by dcfcrts,but what I will deferue, i * 

Vrge the nccertiticandftate of times, 'j; , 

And be not peeiiifii ; fondin great defignesv 
Shall be temptedofthe dincll thus? 

King. I, if thc diuell tempt thee to doo good. 

^^Shall I forger myifclfc, to be my fclfe. 

I,if your Fd&s remembrance, wrong your felfe. 

JZj*. But thou didft kill my children. ! 

King • But in your daughters wombe, I buried them. 
Wherein thatneft offpiccrie they lhall breed, 

Sclfcs ofthcmfclucs,toyour rccomfiture. 

Q*# Shall I go winne mv daughter to thy will? 

King* Andbc ahappiemdtherbyihedeede. 

Q*. I goc, write to me very fhortlie. * 

Km. Bearc her my true I qucs killijfiirewcl Exit. 

Relenting foole, and (hallow changing woman. Enter Rat. 

Rat. Mygiacious foueraigne,on the wefterne coaft, 
Ridetha puiflant Nauic. Tothe (hore. 

Throng many doubtfull hollow harted friends, 

V narmd,and vnrcfolud to bcate them backe: 

Tis thought that Richmond is their Admiral!, 

And there thy hull,cxpefting but the’aide. 

Of Buckingham, to welcome them a fhore. 

King. Some UgiuToQtcfiicfcd,pofl: to the DukcofNotii 
RatclifFe thy (etfeyoi* Gatcsbie^ where ishe? n o . : : ! 

Here my Lord. 

King. Flic tothe Dukc,pofi: thou to Salisburie, 

When thou cbmcfl th t cre,dull vnmindfull villainc, 
Whyftandft th^®^* an ^g°^4 nottot ^ c ® u ^ c# 

Cat. Firft mighticfoueiiaignd vice me know your naindc, 
What from your grace,! fhalldelincrthein. 

King. 0,truc good Catesbicjbid hirii leuic firaighf. 

The greateft ftrerigm and po wer he can make, 

And mccte me prefcntlic at Salisburie ■ 
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Rat. What is it y ourhignes plcafu^I (hal do at Saliburyl 
King. Why , what wouldft thou dotherc Before I go* 
Rat . Your highneflc told me I fhouid poftbefore. 

Kw. My mind is changd (Jr, my mindc is changd* 

How now,whacnewcs with you? ! jicn A .v,. ;\ 

" Enter Datjfte/ o3 ► ) old <;n oucrfjjo'jf 

TUr.None goodmy Lord,tQ pfeafe ym wilhthc hearing, ' 
Nor none fo bad, but it may wcll.be told*- cc ! . / 

King. Hoiday,a nddlcm.cithcr good nor bad: 

Why doeft thou runne fo many mileabout,. 

When thoumaiRtell thy talc a nearer way- / $ 
Oncemorejwhatnewes? . ... v 

Bar. Richmond is on thedfeasu . - 

King. There let him finkc>and be the fcas on him, ! 
White liuerd-rupnagatc, what- doth bethe^c? G id' i n c \ 
Bar* Iknownotmighticfouej;aigne,butbygucIIc. A): A 
King* Well fir, as yo«guo(Ie,asyoulgue8e%., : /riser: • !:i // 
*Bar. Sturd vp by Dorfct, Buckingham and EHe, 

He makc5&ft£ngland ^hereto plaimcith^ cr^ne . r > ■ . 

King . Is the chairc Emptie : is. the fwordynfwaied? 

Is the king dead ? the empire vnpoflTefte L 
What heire of Yorkc is there aliue but Wef 
And who, is Englandskipgjbut great^yprkesheiref . 

Then tclL me, what doeth he vpon the fea* 

Da?* y;nle(Te for that my ’lieg^^^notgHsefle^ 

King. V nlefle for that, he comes to be.yQUr liege, 

You cannot gueiTe, wherefore. the Welchman cqroc$, . 
Thou wilt rcuok,and flie to him I fcare.. ; j , \ . 

%>**< No mightie liege, therefore miRtuft me -apt; 

King, wherdfc thy powtii thenrfoibeiftcito backed 
Whercarcthy tenriants,ahAthyfollower5f { f) - 
A re they not now ypon the WcfternclliOrci,, 

Safe conducing, the rebels fmm^heir (hips>i; I 

E>ar. No my. good Lotd>ftiyfJ&iend$ aremthe Nordi. 

W hen they (hould foruc^^foi^raignc iiithc W eft. 

L>4r, They hiauc not bin<$^mannd<Jin¥gtoi'c fouciaigne* 
Plcafe.it your Maicftic to,giuemeicaue # 

“ lie 
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Whcrc>and what time,y6ui Maicftie fh*U pleafe., 

Kj*g Jiljthou wouldft begone to ioync with Richmond 
I Will not jtruftyOu Sir. . . , , • • * 

Ear K Moft raightie Scueraigne, 

Youhaue no caufc to boitI ; iny friendfoip doubtfully 
I netier wasmoitocuctWi# befafrb.; 

KiH£. Well, go raufter men Jbm hecre youjeauc behiode> 
Your fonne George Stanlie>iookeyour faith be firing 
Or clfe,bis heads afmrance is but f raile v ’ 

Ear. So deale with him, as I proouetmotoyQU* 

Enter a Adeffcngcr: *.>•’ *j'i?r.iT 

Mc(. My gracious fouei^igitafoow in Detifcnfhire, 1 
As I by friends am well adiief fifed. 

Sir William Courtney ,andrhc hanghtie/Pfrtafei w: ] 

Bifhop of Exeter, his brother there, rn : :tw;u vu.**'. 
Withmany modortfideratesyai^Tnarnies. wA 

t‘ : *1 bnc :Et^iwtritfr Mfffenger;’ u:vtZ *»> 

MfLiegeyih^enttheGuUfordeiafeStt^rmcs, 
And cuery houtfemote competitors, i '■« ' 

Flockc to their aide^andftiltthcir power incrcaferh. 

V ~&nter another Ad ejftnger.. 

Mef. My Lord, theamue of the Duke of Buckingham* 
• , - Ht-ftriketb htm P 

King. Out on you owles, nothing but fongsofdeath. 
Take that vntill thou bringmebetter newes. 

Adef ' Your grace miftakes,thenewesIbringisg©od, 
My newes is, that by fuddenfloud, and fall of water, 

The Duke of Buekinghams^rmie is dirperftand fcattered. 



King. O I cric you mercieyl did miftake,; • 

Ratcliffe re ward him, for the blow I gaue him. 

Hath any wclladuifed frifetid giuen out, ' 

Rewards fbr-hitft that bringsin Buckiiigham. ; < 

Mef. Sii Thojnas toueUnd3i,ord Marques Dorfct, 
t TisfiidinyD^ ^ 
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Yet this good comfort bring I to ycur grace, 

Xhc Brittainc nauie isdifpcj ft, Richmond in Dorfiiire 
Sent out a boar e to aske them on the (hore. 

If they were his afliilants yca,or no: 

Who anfwcred him, they came from Buckingham, 

Vpon his partie>hc miftrufting them, 

Hoift faile,and made away for Brittaine. 

Kw. March on, march on,fince we are vp in armes, 

If not to fight with forreme enemies, 

Yet to beace downe,thefe rebels here at home. 

Enter Catesbj . 

Cat, My liege, die Duke of Buckingham is taken, 

Thats the beft newes,that the Earle of Richmond, 

Is with a mightie power landed at Millord, 

Is colder tidings.yet they mull be told. 

King. Away towards Salisburie, while wc reafon here* 

A royal 1 battell might be wonne and loft. 

Some one take order Buckingham be brought, 

To Salisburie, the reft march on with me. 

Enter Darbie y Str Chrtjiopber, 

Ear, Sir Ghriftopher,tell Richmond this from me* 

Thar in the ftie of this moft bloucUe bore, 

My fonne George Stanley is franckt vp in hold, 

If I reuoltjoftgoes young Georges head. 

The feare of that, withholds tny prefentaide, 

; But tell me, where is princely Richmond now? 

Chrtfi . A t Pemb i oke,or at Herfoi d-weft in Walcs- 

Ear, What men of name refort to him. 

S-Chnft. Sir Walter Herbert^ renowmed fouldicr. 

Sir Gilbert T aibot^r William Stanlie, 

Oxford, redoubted Pembroke,fir lames Blunt* 

Rice vp Thomas, with a valiant crew. 

With many moe of noble fame and worth. 

And towards London they do bend their courfe, 

Jf by the way, they be not fought withall. 

Ear. Returne vnto ray Lord, commend me Collins,, 

Tell him, the Queene hath hartilic confentcd* 

He foall cfooule Elizabeth her daughter# 

L Thefe 





Thefc letters willrcfolue him of my minefe# 

Farewell. . . -£xn 

Enter Buckingham to execution. 

Bhc. Will not king Richard Jet mefpeake with him. 
Bat. No my Lordjthcrefore be patient. 

Buck. Haftings,and Edwards children, Riucrs,Gray* 
Holie king Hcnrie,and thy fairc fonne Edward, 
Vaughan,and all that haue raifearried, 

By vnderhand corrupted/ouleiniurtice, 

If that your moodie difcontentedfoules, 

Do fhrogh the cloudes behold this prefent houre, 

Euen for rcueng«e,mocke my deftruftion. 

Thisis Alfoules day fel!owes,is it not5 1 

Bat. It is my Lord. 

Bhc* Whie then Alfoules day, is my bodies dome fday: 
This is the day, that in king Ed wardstime, 

I wifht might fall on me, when I was found, 

Falfe to his children, or his wiue&dlie&s- . , 

This is the day, wherein I wifht to fall. 

By thefalfe faith, of him I tr lifted moft : 

This, this Alfoules day, to my fearefull foul'e* 

Is the determind refpit of rhy wrongs: 

What high affeer, that I dallied with, 

Hath turnd my fained prayer on my head. 

And giuen in earneft what I begd in ieaiL 
Thus doeth he force, the fworch of wicked men. 

To turne their owne pointes,on their maifters bofomci 
Now Margarets ctirfc,is fallen vpon my head, . 

When he ejuotb Jfhe,fhall lplit thy heart with forrow* 
Remember, Margaret was a Prophetefte, 

Come firsjConuey me to the blocke of jfhame* 

Wrong hath but wrong, and blapie-the dew of blame. 

Enter Richmond Tv fib drums and trumpets. 

Rich. Fellow es in arme$,and my mofl; louing friends* 
Bruifd vnderncath the yoakc of tyrannic. 

Thus farre into the bowels of the land,. 

Haue wc m cht on without impediment. 
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Lines of fairc comfort, andincouragcment. 

The Wretched, bloudiejand vfurping bore, 

That fpoild your fummer-fields, and frutefull vincsj 
Svvilsyour warme bloud like wafh, and makes his trough. 

In your inboweldbofomesjthis foulefwine, 

Lies now' euen in the center of this Ilk, 

Ncare to the towne ofLeycefter as we leamc: 

From Tamworth thither,is but one daies march 
In Gods name checreonjcouragious friends. 

To reaps the harueft of perpetuall peace, 

By this one bloudie trial! of fharpe warre. 

1. Lo. Eueriemanscpnftienceisathoufandiworasj 
To fight againft that bloudie homicide. 

2 . Lo. 1 doubt not but his friends will flic to vs. 

3 . Lo. He hath no friends, but who are friends for 
Which in his greatafb need wijl fhrinke from him. 

Rich. All for our vantage, thenin Gods name march* 
True he pe is fwift,and flics with fwallosv.es wings, 

Kings it make Godsend meaner creatures kings/ 

Enter King Richard,N crfffllkeylUtcltfje,^ , 

Cateshie^with others. , 

Ktng. Here pitch our tents* cucnhei’c in Bofworth field* 

Whie,how now Catcsbie, why lookeft thou fo fad^ 

(at. My heart is ten times lighter then my lookcs- 
King. Norffolke, come hither. . , ... . * 

Noffolke,we mud hauc knock^ilw,muft we not ? . - 

Norff, We muft both gitic,and take my^iicious Lord* 
Kmg % Vp with my tent rhcredici e will I lie to night. 

But where to morrov\well alfisonc for that : 

Who hath diferied the number of the foe. 

Norjf, Sixorfeuenthoufandistheir ; grcateR'hutr)beT- 
Kmg> Why our battailon u cbcls,tju$ account* 

Befidcs theVingsnamcisatowcr offtr^ngth* 

Which they vpon the ad uerfe par-tic want, , 

Vp with my tent there,valis»nt gentlemen* 

Let vsfurueytlie £a.ntag<; of 

Call for fome men of found direction, . 

Lets want nodifcipline^makcno delay*-.., * ••-so:’ l 
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For Lords,to morrow is a bufie day. 

Enter Richmond xvtththe Loyds ^c. 

%i'b. The wearie funne hath made a golden fcate, 

A nd by the bright tracke of his fieric Carre, 

Gmcs fignall of a goodlie day to morrow, 

Whci e is fir William Brandon, lie (hall beare my ftanderd 
The Earle of Pembrookekcep his regiment. 

Good captaine Blunt, beare my good night to him, 

And by the iccond houre in the morning, 

Defire the Earle to feeme in my tent* ° 

Yet one thing morc,good Blunt before thou goeft: 
Where is Lord Sranlie quarrerd,doeft thou know? 

Blunt, Vnlcfle I haue miflanc his colours much., 

Which well I am afliu’d,! haue not done, 

His regiment dies halfc a mile at lead, 

South from the mightie power of. he King* 

Rjfb. If without perill it be poflible, & 

Good captaine Blunt beare my good night to him. 

And giue him from me, this moftneedfull fcrowle. 

Blunt. V pon my life my Lcrd,ile vndertake it, 

Rich. Farewell good Blunt. 

Giue me fome inke,atid paper,in my tent, 

Ife draw the forme,and modle of our battel!. 

Limit each lcaderto his feuerall charge. 

And part in iuft proportion our fmall ftrength, 

Gome, Jet ys confult vpon to morrowes bufinefle? 

In to our tent, the aire israwe and cold.' 

Enter ki”g Richard^rff.Ratchffe 
Catcsbicy&c* 

Kin. Whatisaclocke. 

Cat . It is fixe of clocke,full (upper time* 

Kin, I will not fup rp night, giue me fome inke and paper* 
What, is my bcuercaficr then# wasf 
And all my armour laid into my tent? 

Cat. It is my Liege, and all things arc it] rcadinefTe. 

King. Good Norftblkcjhic thee to thycharge, 

W c carcfull vvatch^hufetmftic centinell. 

Norff.l go roy Lordo 

King. Sm 
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King, S tur with the Larke to morrow gentle Norffolkc, 
Norff. I warrant you my Lord. 

King- Catesbie* 

Rat. My Lord. 

King . Send out a Purfeuant at armes 
T a Stanleys regiment ,bid him bring his power 
Beforcfun riling, lead hisfonne George fall 
Into the blinde caue ofctcrnall night. 

Fill me a bowle of wine, giue me a watch, 

Saddle white Surrey for the field to morrow, 

Looke that my flaues be found and not too heauy Ratliffc. 
Rat. My Lord. 

K*ng. Sawed thou the mclancholie L: Northumberland* 
Rat. Thomas the Earle of Surrey and himfelfc, 

Mach about cocklhuc time 3 from troupe totroupe 
Went through the armic chearing vp the foldiers* 

King. So lamfatisfied,giuemeabovvleofwine, 

I haue not that alacrity of fpirit 

Npv cheare of mind that I was wont to haue; 

Set it downe. Is inke and paper readic? 

Rat, It is my Lord. 

Ktng. Bid mv guard watch>leaue me. 

RatlifFe about the mid of night come to my tent 
And helpe to armc me : lcaue me I fay* Exit. Ratltffe* 
Enter Darby to Richmond in his tent. 

Ear. Fortune and vi&ovie fit on thy hclme. 

Rich. All comfort that the darkc night can affoord, 

Be to thy perfon noble father in law, 

T ell me how fares our louing mother? - 
Ear. I by attui ney bleflc theeffom thy mother* ,J 
Who praies continually for Richmonds good. 

So much for that the filent houres flealcon, 

Andflakie darkenefle breakes within the eaft, 

In biiefcjfor fo the feafon bids vs be: 

Prepare thy battell early in the morning. 

And put thy fortune to the aibitrement, 
Ofbloudieftrokcsand mortal 1 flaring war* . 

1 4s I may , that which I would I cannot* . 











With beft aduantagc vvill deceiuc the time, 

And aide thee in this doubffull fliockeof armes, 

But on thy fide I may not be too forward, 

Lcaft being feene thy brother fender George 
Be executed in his fathers fight* 

Farewell, the leifure and the fearcfu'l time, 

Cuts off the ceremonious vowes of Joue, 

And ample entcrchange of fweet difeourf?, 

Which fo long; fundried friends fiiould dwell vpon, 

God giuc vs leifure for thefe rights of ioue. 

Once more adiew,be valiant and fpecd well* 

Rich, Good Lords conduct him to his regiment: 

He ftriuc with troubled thoughts to take a nap, 

Lealt leaden flu mber pcife me downe to morrow. 

When I fiiould mount with wings ofviftorie, 

Once more good night kind Lords and gendemen.L#/wtf. 
O thou whofe Captainc I account my felfe, 

Looke on my forces with a gracious eye : 

Put in their hands thy brufing Irons of wrath. 

That they may crufil downe with a heauie fill* 

The vfurping helmets of our aduerfaries, 

Make vs thy minifVcrs of chaftifemcnt, 

That we may praife thee in the vi&orie, 

To thee. I do commend my watchful! foulc, 

Ere I let fall the windowes of mine eie$; 

Sleeping and waking, oh defend me fill 17 

Enter theghoft of young Prmce Edward^finne 
to Henry the ftxt^to Ri . 

Ghoftto Ru Let me fir heauie on thy foule to morrow. 
Thinke how thou ftabfl me in my prime of youth. 

At Tcukesburic,difpaire therefore and die* 

To Rich, Be chcarful Richmond for the wronged foulc* 
Of butchered Princes fight in thy behalfe, 

King Henric^ifiue Richmond comforts thee* 

Enter theghoft of Henry theftxt » 

GhofttoRi . When Iwasrooitalljmyannointedbodie, 



By thee was punched full of holes, 

Thinke on thcTowcr andmc ; difpaircand die. 
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Harrie the fixt bids thee difpaire and die. 

To /to^Vertuousand holie be thou conqueror, 

Harrie that prophefied thou fiiouldcft be king, 

Doth comfort thee in thy flccpe,liuc and florifil; 

Enter the Ghoaft af Clarence. 

Ghoaft, Let me fit heauie in thy foulc to morrow, 

1 that was wafht to death with fulfome wine, 

Poore Clarence by thy guile becraid fo death: 

To morrow in the battaile thinke oil me, 

And fail thy edgelellc fword, difpaire and die. 

To "Rich, Thou offpringof the houfe of Lancafter* 

The wronged heires of York e do pray for thee, 

Good angels guard thy battaile, Hue and florifb* 

Enter theghoafts of Ritters fir ay ,V attghan. 

King . Let me fit heauie in thy fouleto morrow, 

Riuers that died at Pomfrct difpaire and die. 

Gray, Thinke vpon Gray, and let thy foule difpaire. 
Vattgh . Thinke vpon Vaughan, and with guilrie fearc, 
Let fall thy launcc, difpaire and die. 

All to ‘Rf. Awake and thinke our wrongs in Ri.bofome,^ 
Will conquer him, awake and win the day. 

Enter theghoafts of the two yomg c i Princes . 

• Ghoft to ft.Dfeame on thy Cofens fmothered in the tower * 
Let vs be laid within thy bofome Richard, 

And weigh thee downe to mine,fhame.and death, 

Thy Nephewes foules bid thee difpaire and die. 

To tf/.Sleepe Richmond fleepe,in peace and wake in io)V 
Good angels guard thee from the bores annoy, 

Liue and beget a happie race of Kings, 

Edwards vnhappie fonnes do bid thee florifh* 

Enter the ghoaft of Haft mgs . 

Ghoaft. Bloudie and guiltie,guiltilie awake* 

And in a bloudie battaile end thy day cs, 

Thinke o n lord Ha flings ,difpaite and die. 

To Rich . Quiet vntroublcd foulcvavYake,awake, 

Arme, fight and conquer for fairc Englands fake* 

Enter the Ghoaft of Ladte Anne hts wife* 

Richard thy wife, that wretched Anne thy wife* 









That neiierlTept a quiet houre with thee, 

Now his thy fieepc with perturbations. 

Tomorrow m the battaile ihinkeonme. 

And fell thyedgelefTe fwoi d difpaiie and die, 

1 o Rtcb . 'Thou qmet foi ile.fleepe thou a quiet flee r>c 
Dreame of fuccefle and happie viflorie, * * 

1 hy aduerfartes wife doth pray for thee, 

'TU c CL E * te r the Ghoajl of ’Buckinohant. 

The firft was I that : helpc tbcc to the Crowne, 

* hc «« was I that felt thy tyrannic, 

O in the battaile thinke on Buckingham, 

And die in terror ofthy guiltinefie^ 

D reame on dreame on, of bloudie deeds and death, 
Baintmg difpairc,difpairing yceld thy breath. 

ToT^. I died for hope ere I could lend thee aid, 
But cheare hcarr,and be thou not difmaid, 

God and good angels fight bn Richmonds fide, 

And Richard fils in height of all his pride. 

„ _. Ricbardfi arteth vp out of a dreame, 

A . Ri. Giue me another horfc,bind vp my wounds* 
Hauemercic Iefu : folt,I did hut dreame. 

O Coward conference jiow doeft thou afflift me ? 

The lights burne blew,it is not dead midmghr. 

Cold fearcfull drops (land on my trembling fltfh, 
What do I fearc my felfc? rhc*esr.one elf<Tby, 
Richard loucs Richard, that is, I am I , 

Is there amurtherer here? no. Yes I am, 

Then flic, what from my felfe? great reafon why? 

Lcaft I rcuenge. What my felfe vpcnmy felfe? 

Alacke I loue my lelfe,whcrefore? for any good 
That! myfelfe haue done vntomy felfc? 

0 no, alas I rather hate my felfc. 

For hateful 1 deeds committed by my fclfe •• 

1 am a villaine,y et I lie, I am not. 

Foole ofthy fclfe fpeakew ell, foolc do not flat ter* 

My conference hath a thoufand fcucrall tongues. 

And cucrie tongue brings in a feuerall tale, 

And cuery talc condemns me for a villamc : 
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Enter Rdtchfflr, 
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periUritypeBurieiia the higheft degree* 
Murther,flerne number, in the dy reft degree* 1 
All feuerall finne$*all vfde in each degree* 
Throng to the batre,cry ing all,guiltie,gutltie. 

I fhall difpaire*therc is no creature lotles me> 
And if I die ; no foulc will pittie me : 

And wherefore fhould thev/mce that I my Cc\fe $ 
Piilde in my felfe,no pittie to my felfe* 

Me thought the foules of all that I murtherd# 
Came to my Tenr,and euery one did threat* 

To morrows vengeance on the head of Rich 



R*t. My 

Aa Zoundes,who is there i 
R*t< Ratcliffe*my Lordjtis I, the early 
Hath tvvife done falutation to the morncj 
Your friends arc vp,and buckle on their armoh 
King. O RatcliffeJ hauedreamdafearfull dreame* 
What thinkft thou, will'otir friends rirotie all 
No doubt my Lord. 

King . O Ratcliffe,I feare, I feare* 

Nay good my Lord, be not atraiu wmauuwc< f 
King. By the Apoftie Paul, (hadowes to ttighi 
HaUe ftrooke more terror, to the foulc ofRichard* 

Then can thefubftance of ten thoufand fouldier*;, 

Armed in proofe, and led by (hallow Richmond* 
Tisnotyet neareday,come,go with me* 

Voder our Tents lie play the ewfedropp , 
Fofceifanymeanetofhrinke from nre^ m 

Enter tke Lords U Richmond. 

Lor. Good morrow Richmond. 

Crie merde. Lords jand v\ r atchfell Gentlemen* 
Thatyouhaue^eatardiefli^gard here; 1 n - h m* : 
Lor. How haue yon dept my Lord! r ?r : ; r . 

Kick. Thcfweeteft fleepe^ndftireft boding dreame^ 
That cuer enlrediirildr©»vfiebeaA t . ' d.’f 

Haue 1 fince your departure had my Lords* 

' " M Me 







‘ I'':! 






Me thought their foul es,whofe bodies Richard mtttthercdj 
Came to my tCHt^and cried oft vi&orie, * , jji I • ; .... / 

I promifeyou,rnyfou!e is- very iocund, 

In the remembrance offofairea drearnc. ~rb rvijr on ; 
How farre into the morning is it Lords? aui \ 

Lo. Vpon the ftroke offoure. . 

Rich. Why then tis time to arme,and giue dircftioiu 
His Oration to his fouldiers. 

More then I haue faid -louing countrimen, ’ 

The leifure and infbrcement of the time, (n : •>, . - 

Forbids to dwell vpon,yet remember this, 

God, and our good caufc,fight vpon our fide. 

The praiers of holy Saints and wronged foules. 

Like high reard bul warkesdtand before our faces, 
Richard,exccpt thofe whom we fight againd* Id/! * > ■ 
Had rather haue vs winne, then him they follow* \ 

For, what is he they follow ? truliegcntlemeiH Ai * 

A bl6udictirant,and ? a homicide. . .]> 

One raifdinbloud,and oneih : blcbdcl}ab!jfhed> 0 {. 

One that made riieanes to come byiwIdtthcibitB, i 

Andflaughtered thofe, drat were die meanes t&helpcimte/ 
A bafe foulc done, made precious by the foiled • ;Vl . \}\ 
Of Englands chairc, where hLisTalfely 
One that hatheucr bene Gods cneonev 4 * V 

Then ifyoii fight againft Gods enemic, 'i , A 

God will in iudicc, ward you as his fouldicrs, 1 L : t 

If you doe fwcatcto put a tyrant downe. 

You fleepe in peace, the tyrant bciogflaine, ;?»»i ^ 1 

Ifyou do fight againfl your countries foes, 

Your countries fat jfhall paic your pameslrhe hire. : . l / 
If youdo fight infifcgardhfyourwiucs, .oai vt: / iud l 
Your wiucs flhair welcome home theconquerors, 

'Ifyou do free your children from thefivoidsi - A 

Your childrens cWldren quitsit in .your agerr 
Then in the nameof God and all thefe rights,. 7 r r! tir ( 
Aduancc your ftandards,draw yoritwillingfivords, . 
Fprme,tbe;ranfoftie of -Jg Li * A 

Shall be this coldc corps on the ^ 








of Ribhard die third. 

The l<aft of you,ffiaU fliarehis pdrtthereof.j 
Sound drums and trumpet boldfre.and chcarefu’.lie, 

God,and Saint George, Richmond and vi&oric. 

Enttr'Kiitg'RicbitrdyRat. 

Xw^.What faid- Northumberland, as toothing Richmond. 

Rat. That he wasfleuer trained vp marines. 

King- He faid the truth,and’ what faid Surrey then. 

Rat! He failed and faid, the better for our purpofc. 

King. He was in the right^nd fo indeed it'is: 

Tell the clockc there. Thee let Igjlriketh. 

Giuemea calendcr,whofawthe Sunneto day? 

Rat. Not I my Lord. 

King. Then he difdaines tci fliinc,for bythebooke. 

Fie (hould haue braud the Eaft an houre agoc, 

A blacke day will it be tofome bodie Rat. 

%at. My Lord. 

King , The furmc will not be feencto day. 

The skic doth frownc,and lowre vpon our armie, 

I would thefe dewie teareswereisom the ground. 

Not fhine to day : why, what is that to me? 

More thento Richmond,fof the felfe- fame hcauen, 

That frownes on me,lookesfadlie vpon him. 

Enter Norjfolke.. 

Norjf. Arme,arme^ny Lord,the foe vaunts in the field* 

King. Comeybuftlc^buftle^aparifonmy horfc, 

Call vp Lord Stanlie, bid him bring his power, 

I will lead forth, my fouldier* to’the plaine, 

And thus my battaile /hallbe ordered* 

My foreward (hall be drawne in length, 
ConfifiingequaUieof hoifeahd&ote, ? err.om o wn 1 
Our Archers (hall be placcdinchemidft : po . J 
Iohn,Dukciof Norffolkeilf homas Eatl e dfSuirey, 

Shall haue the leading of tliisfootc andhorfo, 

They thus diretted,we will follow 1 , 

In the maine bat tell, whofc puiflancc on eitherfide, : . j i i u i 
Shall be weUiwingedwi fchieef efthor fe*;r> ! > -iuo m- A 
This, and Saint Geofgei|> bootes,w hat d^nkeft thou NorZ 1 
r JM 2 A good 





JVir. A good direction warlike foueraigne, Heftttwtib 
This found I on my tent this morning. 
lackey of Norfolk* be net f. bold. 

For Dickon thy mtjier is bought 4nd fold. 

A thing deuifed by the cnemic. 

Go Gentlemen eucry man vnto his charge, 

Lctnotourbabling dieames affright our foules: 
Confcicnce is but a word that cowards vfe, 

Deuifdatfirft tokeepc the ftrong in awe. 

Our ftrong armes be our confidence fwords,our lavve. 
March on, ioyne brauely ,let ys to it pel! rnell. 

If not to hcauen,thcn hand in hand to hell. 

Hts Oration to his Armie. 

What /hall I fay more then I hauc inferd i 
Remember whom you arc to cope withall, 

A forr of vagabonds,rafcol$ and runawaies, 

A feum of Brittains, and bafe lackey pefants, 

Whom their orecloicd country vomits forth, 

T o defperate aduentures and afford deflruftion, 

You (leeping fafe,thcy bring you tovnreft, 

You hauing land sand bleft with beauteous wiues. 

They would reftraine the one,d)ftaine the other, 

And who doth lead them but a palti cy fellow ? 

Long kept in Britraine at our mothers coft, 

A milkefopt , one chat neuer in bis life 
Felt fo much cold as oner {hoc es in fnow: 

Lets whip thefe ftraglers ore the fcas againe, 

Lafh hence f hefe ouertveening rags of France, 

Thefe fami/ht beggerswearie of their hues. 

Who but for dr earning on this fond exploy t, ' 

For want of means poore rats had hangd themfclues, 

If we be conquered,lct men conquer vs, 

And not thefe baftard Brittains whom our fathers 
Haue in their owne land beaten,bobd and thumps 
And in record left them the heircs of fliamc. 

Shall thefe enioy our lands, lie with our wiucs 5 
Rauifli our daughters, harkc 1 hearc their drum 
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Fight Gentlemen of England, fight boldly yeomen, 



Drip 



® of Richard the third. 

praw archers draw,your arrowes to the head. 

Spur your proud horfes hard .and ride inbloud. 

Amaze the welkin withyour broken ftaucs, 

What faies lord Stanley,will he bring his power? 

Mefo My lord, he doth denic to come, 

Ktng* Off with his fonne Georges head. 

Nor. My lord, the enemie is part the marfo. 

After the bartaile let George Stanley die. 

King* A th oufand harts are great within my boforoe, 
Aduance oui ftandards,fet vpon our foes. 

Our ancient word of courage fare faint George 
Infpire vs with the fpleene of fieric Dragons, 

Vpon them, vi&orie fits on our helmcs. Ssttmt. 

Alarumy xcur (ions ,Enter (fatesbie, 

Catef. Refccw my lordofNorfFolke,rcfccw,rcfcew, 

The king ena&s more wonders then a man. 

Daring an oppofite to eucrie danger. 

His horfe is flaine,and all on footc he fights, 

Seeking for Richmond in the throat ot death, 

Refccw forre Iord,or elfc the day is loft# 

Enter %jcbard . 

Kin, A horfe,a horfe,my kingdom for a horfe# 

Cate(. Withdraw my lord,ile hclpe you to a horfe. 

King. Slaue I haue fet my life vpon a caft. 

And I will Hand the hazard of the die, 

I thinkc there be fixe Richmonds in the field, . 

Rue hauc I /Line to day, in (lead of him, 

A horfe >a horfe, my kingdome for a horfe# 
jil^um, Enter Richard and Richmond, theypgbt 9 Richards ii 
/tains hen retrait being founded. Enter Rtchmod, Darby } bc*n 
ring the croy*ne,mtb other Lords ^fre, 

God and your armes be praifed vittorious friends, 

I he day is ours, the bloodie dog is dead. 

L>ar, Couragious Richmond,wcll haft thou acquit thee, 
~ 0c here this long vfurped roi aides 
Rom the dead temples of this bloudie wretch, 

™uc l pluckt off to grace thy browes withall, 

Vycarcit^cnioyi^andmakcuiuchofi^ ~ 
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Rtcb. Great God of heauen fay Amen to a!j; 
ut cell me is young George Stanley liiiin<\ ' 

-fj nr. H a ic rttir T I A /■_ T n >nr> 



But tell i ^ _._ o ^ __ 

D * r - He is my Lord, and fife irt Letter Towi*,- - 
Whither if it plcafe you, we may now withdraw vs. 

foch. What men of name areflaine on either flde? 

hhn Duke of Nor folk*, Water Lord Ferrh ft Robert 
Broofab&ry.^ 

Rich. Inter their bodies, as become their births. 
Proclaimc a pardon to the fouldiers Bed, 

That in fumiflion wiH re&r-neto vs, 

And then as we haue tane che fatrament, 

We will vnite the white role and the red. 

Smile heauen vpon Uiis faire coniunfiion, 

That long haue frownd vpoii their enmitie, 

What { raitor heares me, and faiesnot Am^ 

England hat h long bcene maddeand fcard her Cel fc, 

The brother blindiic fhed the brothers blood. 

The father rafhhe flaughtered his ownc Tonne, 

The fonnecompcld, been butcher to the fire. 

All this diuidcd Yorke and Lancafter, 

Diutded in their dire diuifion. 

O now let Richmond and Elizabeth, 

The true fucceeders of each royall houfe, dir 7 

By Gods faire ordinance conioine togither , 

And let their heires (God if thy will be Co) 

Enrich the time to com*.-' with fmooth-&ttepeac<?, dr 
With Trailing plentie and faire pro fperous daies, u 

Abate the edge of traitors gracious Lord, ! : . ; i 1 

That would reduce thefe bloudie daies againc, 

And make poors. England weepc in ftreames of bloud j 
Let them not line to tafte this lands increafe. 

That yvp^W vyrtb treafon wound this faire lands peace* -V 
Now ciuill wounds are ftoptipeaceliuesiagiine, •’ v ' 
That £he may lojlgliueheare, God fay Arnett* 
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